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~ STOLEN LOVE 


It’s terrible to be 
young and in love 
—with the wrong man 


WE WANT HIM BACK!’ 


A convicted killer’s wife and children 
plead for his return 


Even his wife couldn't 
blame him for what he did 
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France, Italy, Egypt, Greece, India... 











| see the wonders of the world and the great cities 
their magnificent sights, peoples and treasures! 
ndon, “gay Paree}’ ancient Rome, Cairo, Bombay, 
Taj Mahal, Manila, Hong Kong...many others. 
ious meals aloft, many stopovers enroute. Truly 
thrill of a lifetime via TWA SuperJet Airline.* 


‘25,000 
i IN PRIZES! GET YOUR SHARE! 





RCA 


COLOR TELEVISION 


Ultra modern Color TV con- 
sole in fine wood veneers with 
powerful Mark Series chassis. 
260 square-inch viewable 
+f picture. 




















A BEAUTIFUL TRAVEL WARDROBE 
FROM 













NEWARK 
PARAMUS 
PLAINFIELD 
MENLO PARK 
° MORRISTOWN 
Fx pRINCETON 


NEW JERSEY 





NEW JERSEY'S GREATEST STORE, ONE OF AMERICA'S Fines! 


*TWA SuperJet Airline is a service mark owned by TWA exclusively. 
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GRUEN WATCHES 88 
Famous 17-jewel 


Gruen Nimrod for 
men... beautiful 17- . 
jewel Gruen Fran with a 
2 diamonds in rolled 4 
gold plate case for Lae 
women. Unbreakable 
mainspring, anti- 
magnetic. 
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BRUNSWICK 
BOWLING OUTFITS 


Famous Brunswick 
bowling ball, bowling 
shoes and long-wearing 
bowling bag in beauti- 
ful Fiesta pattern. 
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TYPEWRITERS 

Many exclusive fea- BE A 

tures and years and 

years of top quality, Pic 

satisfactory operation. 

You'll find many uses = og 

for this outstanding » “te 

machine for home, of- C 

fice and schoo! work. to you 
good a 
one of | 
FILL 


PLUS HUNDREDS OF OTHER VALUABLE PRIZES 












AROUNO 7HE WOKL 
via TWA SuperJet 


IN EBONY’s $25,000 Picturama 
CONTEST! 
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/ 
WHO is ris: 

Y 
She was discovered by 

FINES 


dill > | Chick Webb at a Harlem 
1960 i) l ac or Imperia Amateur Night. First big hit 
was “A Tisket, A Tasket 
Switched to calypso and 
ballads. Singing star of 


ords, TV, night clubs 


Just think how proud and happy you would be at 
the wheel of this superb 1960 automobile. You'll 


get years of driving pleasure and satisfaction! dds 











It's so easy to enter! Do it now! 


All you do is cut out the pieces of the picture, paste 
them together, and tell us who this is. Send us the 
name on the Picturama Prize Contest Coupon. We'll 
send you complete details AT ONCE on how you 
can win one of the 500 big Picturama Prizes. Every 
member of the family may enter, so you have more 
chances to win. Be a big winner in EBONY’s 3rd 
Picturama Contest! 


500 PRIZES! 500 WINNERS! 

” This contest is easy, exciting and fun! Pictures of 

5 outstanding Negro personalities from politics, reli- 
- gion, sports, show business and other fields will be 
used in this contest of skill. You read the list of 
winners in the 1959 Picturama Contest. Decide now 
to have your name on the list of this year’s winners! 





EonY Picturamaa Prize Contest 


P.O. BOX 6369 Your entry will be processed faster 
CHICAGO 77, ILL if this coupon is pasted on a 
Jha postal card and mailed. 








BE A 
Picturama PRIZE WINNER! 


TODAY is the day to act! Get your big start by 
filling out the coupon and mailing it in to the 
Prize Contest Editor. He‘ll rush complete details 
to you by return mail. Then you will have as 
geod a chance as anyone else in the world to win 
one of these fabulous Picturama Prizes! 


FILL OUT AND MAIL TODAY! 








The name of the person in the picture is: 








Please rush me all the details on how | can win a big prize 
in your Picturama Contest. 






NAME 











ADDRESS 


CITY. ZONE___STATE 
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Tampax is the coolest kind of sanitary 
protection you can wear. Why, you 


aren't even aware of it when it’s in place. yy HOME SERVICE SECTION 


No belts, no pins, no pads, no bulges. ie aie Day HAE CUE... 5 i <.cs coc ds sn ccs dieses low euaiwiciews 4] 

And no irritation! Pl “ ~<a 44 
Tampax® internal sanitary protection 7 oad ~ ae OC a eee eee Dee ty A ALTA a 

makes vou feel more poised, more alr yie rom EE a ee ee a ae ar ee ee i ene ee 


secure. You know odor can’t form. You 
know nothing can show, no one can 


know. Disposal is easy. And insertion Cover Photo of Esterlene Jackson 
is dainty because with the satin-smooth f : 
applicator your fingers need never touch By Ellsworth Davis 


yp a Siteneiaien Tan’s July cover girl is 2l-year-old 
é } -all . 
Tampax. Feel free wearing Tampax. Esterlene Jackson from Tyler, Texas, 


Millions have changed to Tampax in hot | who is now a Washington, D. C., real 
weather because of its obvious advan- | estate company stenographer. 
tages. Why not you? 

Your choice of Regular, Super, Junior | 
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EDITOR 


March Cover Scores 


As one of a group of regular readers of TAN, 

I was elected to congratulate you on what we 
think is the nicest covers we’ve seen in ages. 
The cover of our praise is that of your March 
issue, and the cover girl is Miss Sylvia Gomez. 
Do you think it would be possible to see more 
of Miss Gomez in your magazine? We at Gar- 
den City Junior College would appreciate it. 
Jayme G. Dias 


Garden City, Kans. 


‘Bad Girl Bad? 

I am a constant and avid reader of all John- 
son Publishing Company material. Just lately 
I put some real interest in Tan because I con- 
sidered it a woman’s magazine, but found that 
it was very stimulating for everyone, and most 
of the stories were wonderful. 

In your March issue, the story, “What Makes 
A Bad Girl,” in my opinion is misleading and 
partially untrue. It is a proven fact that over 
half of the married women in the United States 
have had pre-marital relations, and they are do- 
ing well. I think it is up to the individuals 
involved. 

Hubert Smith 
Red Bank, N. J. 


A Family Matter 


I have been reading TAN Magazine for five 
years, and I think everyone of your stories is 
interesting. I have seven children and they en- 
joy TAN also. It helps us in many ways and 
I wish you would write longer and more stories 
in the magazine. 

Mrs. Mable Smith 
Baltimore, Md. 


April Inspiration 

I have been a great admirer of your maga- 
zine for sometime, and I always enjoy reading 
your stories and articles, but to me the best 
article I’ve read was “An Open Letter To The 
Other Woman,” in your April issue. The 
words and sentiments of many wives were ex- 
pressed in that letter. The inspiration to go on 
when you find there may be someone else, to 
me, was greater than any lecturer or authority 

on the subject of marriage. 
Rose Hamlett 
Jersey City, N. J. 


I’m a regular reader of your TAN Magazine, 
and consider it the “most.” I’ve just finished 
reading this month’s issue, and | particularly 
like the story “Just Out For Kicks.” I also 
enjoyed the article on Brook Benton, and the 
article in last month’s issue on Della Reese. 
Let us have more about some of the stars in 
the music field today. 

Sarah Harris 
New York, N. Y. 





Mr. and Mrs. Alvin P. Robinson 
shown in the elegantly furnished 
dining room of their beautiful 
Louisiana home. 










Luxurious St. Anthony Avenue home 
in New Orleans where the Robinsons 
have lived for the past eight years. 


Vaseline 


Vaseline § 


PETROLEUM 


ADE MARK ® 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


More people depend on pure ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly than any other dressing on earth 


VASELINE is 4 REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND’S INC 
























| am a constant and most enthusiastic reader 
of your famous magazine and would appreciate 
very much your listing my name in the Pen Pal 
columns. I am 19 years of age, coloured, 5’3” 
tall, a stenographer, and in my spare time, I 


like to read TAN and other Johnson maga- 
zines. | also am an avid movie fan. 
Would very much like to hear from guys 


between ages 20 and 30. Will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 

Shirley Clarke 

% P.O. Box 488 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


[ am a lonely airman stationed in Fairbanks, 
Alaska, the 49th state. I have no girls back in 
the states. So please help me find a dream girl. 

| am 22 years old, 5/11” tall, light brown 
hair, brown eyes, 172 lbs., and like all sports. 
| would like to correspond with young ladies 
from the ages 18 to 22 from Louisville, Ken- 
tucky or Lorain, Ohio. 

A/3c Morris E. Downs, Jr. 
5010th Installation Squadron 
Box 46, A.P.O. 937 

Seattle 19, Wash. 


I am a regular subscriber of TAN and I 
enjoy your Pen Pal section. I would like to 
have you publish my name in this section. I 
am in my early forties. | am handicapped, and 
don’t go out much. I am an avid church fan. 
My hobby is watching TV. I am originally 
from Mississippi. | would appreciate hearing 
from some conservative males. I will answer 
all letters that I receive. 

Lillie B. Wyatt 
1514 10th St. 
Bakersfield, Calif. 


[ would appreciate very much if you would 
include my name in your Pen Pal section. I 
am 29 years old, 6’ tall, weigh 200 lbs. I -have 
medium brown complexion. I am interested in 
corresponding with young ladies from 22 to 36. 
Where are all the charming young ladies? I 
will answer all letters. I am lonely, so all of 
you out there, please come on and save me. 


William H. Morris 
Box 4156—Second St. 
South Norfolk 6, Va. 


[ am a regular reader of TAN Magazine, and 


would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pals club. I would like to correspond with 
boys and girls of all races. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls between the ages of 14 to 17, all over the 
world. | will gladly answer all letters and ex- 
change photos. My hobbies are skating and 
dancing 


Alice Marie Walker 
Route 1, Box 204 
Carlisle, Ark. 


I trust that this letter would reach you en- 
joying the best of health. I am a reader of 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


TAN, and would like you to advertise my name 
in the Pen Pal column of your magazine. 

I am 23 years old, weigh 150 lbs., 6144” tall, 
brown complexion and a Negro. I would like 
to correspond with girls from 18 years old to 
30. Please send pictures. 

Felix Foderingham 
19 Methuen St. 
Woodbrook 

Port of Spain 
Trinidad, W.I. 


It will be considered a great favor if you 
will have my name published in the Pen Pals 
column of Tan Magazine. I am a senior in 
high school, 18 years old, 5'10” tall, medium 
brown skin. . 

I would like to correspond with boys from 
all over the world, between the ages of 19 
and 26. I love almost all sports. 

Francine McMillian 
420 S. Monroe Ave. 
Columbus 5, Ohio 


I have been a reader of your TAN Magazine 
for many years, and would appreciate it if you 
would publish my name in your Pen Pal col- 
umn. I am in the Air Force and have been 
stationed at Ernest Harmon Air Force Base 
for the past year and a half. 

I am 20 years old, 5’9”, weigh 149 lbs., with 
black hair, brown eyes and a fair complexion. 
My hobbies are dancing, baseball, and progres- 
sive jazz. I would like very much to correspond 
with young ladies between the ages of 18 and 
21, and will answer all letters and exchange 


photos. 
A/2C John J. Barker 
AF 11313060 
Box 149 
4081st CAMS 
APO 864 
New York, N. Y. 


I am 15 years old, and like people in general. 
I would like to make as many friends as I can. 
I enjoy reading, writing, clothes, and of course 
dancing and sports. I weigh 123 lbs., am 54” 
tall, with black hair and brown eyes. 

I’d be more than pleased to hear from any 
one, anywhere, and any age, who is willing to 
write letters and exchange photographs. 

Georgetta Clemons 
131-11 143rd Street 
So. Ozone Park 36, N. Y. 


[ would like for you to enter my name and 
address in your Pen Pal column. [ am a very 
lonely girl, 22 years of age, 5’7” tall, weigh 130 
lbs., brown eyes, black hair, complexion, 
brown. 

My hobbies are dancing, all types of music 
and reading. I will exchange photos if de- 
sired. I am employed at Grady Memorial Hos- 
pital, where I have been for almost a year now. 
Won’t some eligible young man, between the 
ages of 23 and 30, help a lonely girl from the 
depths of despair? 

All letters will be answered promptly. 

Miss Barbara Dallas 
180 Jackson St., N.E. 
Atlanta, Ga. 


I have recently become a reader of TAN 
Magazine, and think it’s wonderful. I am a Ne- 
gro girl, will be 17 years old next month. 
1 am 5/7” tall, weigh 118 lbs. I have a fair 
complexion and am considered attractive by 
most people. 

I would appreciate it if you would publish 
my name in your Pen Pal section, because | 
would like to correspond with people every- 
where, especially from foreign countries. | 
would prefer to hear from boys between the 
ages of 18-21, no matter of race, creed, or 
color. I will answer all letters faithfully, and 
exchange pictures if desirable. 

Cynthia Weeks 
12302 Imperial Ave. 
Cleveland 20, Ohio 


I hope you'll place my name and address in 
your Pen Pal columns. 

Jan deGroot 

Prins Hendrikkade 29 

Zaandam, Holland 


I would appreciate it very much if you would 
please publish my name in your Pen Pal col- 
umn. 

I am a Negro girl, 15 years old, 5’4” tall, 
weight 118 lbs. I am of light complexion, dark 
brown eyes, black hair. I am considered attrac- 
tive by the boys and girls here. My hobbies 
are singing, dancing, writing letters and sports. 
I would like to correspond with boys and girls 
all over the world, regardless of age or race. 
I will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Annie Simpson 
374 Garland 
Detroit 14, Mich. 


I am a new reader of Tan Magazine and I 
think it’s the best yet. I would like very much 
for you to publish my name in the Pen Pal 
section. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women all over the world, between the 
ages of 18 and 23, regardless of race, creed or 
color. I am 18 years of age, 5’9” tall, weigh 
135 lbs. I have black hair, brown eyes and my 
complexion is brown. My hobbies are reading 
and looking at TV. I also like rock ’n’ roll 
music and dancing. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photos 
if requested. 

Virginia E. Pumphrey 
4326 14th St., N. W. 
Washington 11, D. C. 


I am an ardent reader of your magazine and 
was very much impressed with my first copy. 
I should be indeed pleased if you would enter 
my name in your Pen Pal column. 

I am 16 years old, with a medium brown 
complexion, black hair, brown eyes, and am 
5/5” tall. My hobbies are art (paintings) and 
progressive jazz. I would like to correspond 
with boys and girls between the ages of 16 and 
20. I will exchange photos and answer all 
letters. 

Betty Jean Johnson 
1738 W. 2ist St. 
Jacksonville 9, Fla. 
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'y Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE: 

I am a married lady of 20, and I 

have been married about three and a 
half years. I also have a little girl. Al- 
though I was pregnant before we got 
married, we have tried to stay married. 
1 know this sounds foolish, but I don’t 
think I love my husband any more. Ev- 
erywhere I go, when I get back home, he 





says I have been with another man. He 
saw me with another man once, but that 
has been over a long time ago, but he 
thinks I have an affair with every man I 
see, but this isn’t true. I stay home all 
week, but he still doesn’t want me to go 
anywhere on weekends, not even to visit 
a girl friend. I admit I have been wrong, 
and | was trying, until I found out that 
he won’t forget, so please give me your 
advice. 

M. J. 
Dear M. J.: 

Try to be patient with him, and re- 
member that his suspicions, though un- 
just, may be because of the mistake you 
both made. If you will show him over 
and over again that you love him, per- 
haps he—and you, too—will again be- 
lieve it. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 33 years old and I am a very 
unhappy man. I travel all over the coun- 
try from Maine to California, looking 
for something that’s not there. I can’t 
keep a job for long. I don’t care for 
anything, and I drink to the point where 
I get drunk and can’t remember any- 
thing. 


I want to settle down and get married. 
but I just go and go. I do not care for 
clothes, or anything fancy. I am just 
plain. I have been to every state in the 
union. I have seen everything. Now, I 
want to, have a family, but I still have to 
go. My people have a nice home for me, 
but I want my own, and a family. 

Can you advise me on what’s wrong 
or what to do? 

The Traveler 
Dear Traveler: 

For some people, the answer is not 
“right in their own back yard,” and you 
may be one of them. If the music of the 
open road is sweeter to your ears than 
the song of the hearth, then go, go, go— 
keep on going until you satisfy the wan- 
derlust in your spirit. However, you 
must change your attitude, relax, and 
stop “looking for something.” You are 
much like the man who ran over hill and 
dale after the moonlight, only to turn 
back and look upon his own home in 
the valley, already silver. When you're 
ready to stop and settle down, you will 
probably be the first to know it, and no- 
body should have to draw you pictures to 
prove that the tour is over. Until then, 
go—but go in peace. 





Married women 


are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 











What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “‘medicine”’ or 
“‘disinfectant”’ odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 

Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 





Tested by doctors... . 
trusted by women... 
proved in hospital clinics 


FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 





SOOO RTH E EEE E EEE EEE HEE EEE ETE EE EEE EOEEEEES 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-07 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
in a plain envelope. 


Name. 





(PLEASE PRINT) 
Street 





State 
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7" UST VODORA 


beauty-cream deodorant. 
rtified for protection you can trust. 


Yodora is smooth white. . . specially 


x 


to normal 







te skin 


NEW 


YO 


BETTER... BY McKESSON 


POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best ms 
today for FREE EXAMINATION Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Stedie 670, New York 1 


cages HIGH SCHOOL ,:w: 


Pree 

No classes to attend. Easy spare-time 
training at home covers big choice of sub- 
jects. Many complete high school in two 
years. Friendly ase ta standard 
texts. Full credit for previous schooling. 
Diploma awarded. If you have left school 
und are 17 or over, write for FREE catalog! 
\ccredited Member, National Home Study Council 


Wayne School of LaSalle Extension University 
1 Correspondence Institution 
419 Se. Dearborn, Dept. 776-W Chicago 5, Ill. 





















JAPANESE HAVE 


MARVELOUS HAIR BEAUTY 


Not a Grease, Oil or a Pomade 
The secret of a lovely, easily controlled, 
anageable, pretty head of hair, is 
seeping its way into the lives of thou- 
sands of Americans. They have discov- 
red a NEWER mystic-like beauty that 
has been evoked into their hair, that 
terally boosts their morale in a highly 
spirited fashion which can so often cap- 
ire Love and Romance for you. 
hing NEWER you have hoped for and now 
faith in this MOIST Method, retarding dry 
) g off hair that so often affects its nor- 
mal leng t 7 days. Guaranteed to delight you 
or mone funded. Has been accepted by specialists. 
s added moisture—not an oil or grease. 
for seven short days and see in your own 
ch your hair has really been improved. 
Repor { sers have been amazing. Send only 
$2 for tb MOIST Method. If C.0.D. plus charges. 


GEISHA GIRL, 7869 Melrose, A-10, Los Angeles 46, Cal. 
8 

















By Margo Hughes 


 pwer~es Johnny Barracuda 

is back at the African Room singing 
gay songs of the Caribbean and points 
south. Johnny quit the club a while back 
for an acting role in the Broadway play 
One More River, which folded after a 
few performances. However, Johnny 
was washed out of his role long before 
the play hit the big town. 


Young star Billy Dee Williams, 
afraid of being typed, says he'll not play 
another juvenile delinquent—any time 
soon, that is. Billy was quite “bad” in 
the movie Last Angry Man, and on sev- 
eral television documentaries, and in the 
Broadway play The Cool World, which 
crumpled after second night. 


The Flares, a male vocal group that has been singing around such far 
away places as Italy, France, Yugoslavia and Sicily, have 
added a beautiful “Flame”—Beverly Harris—to the group. 
Now they’ve just had their records released down in Mexico 
where they recently appeared at the Follies Theatre, played 
a top night club and did a weekly television show for the 
duration of their stay. 





Billy Taylor 


They say another famous singer, whose romances, weddings and divorces 
have made show biz history, is preparing lifetime passes to her weddings and will 
send them off to friends as soon as they are off the presses. Which could mean she 





The Flares and a new Flame. 


has every intention of taking the plunge again—and, again. 


Rumors are circulating that an internationally (Continued on Page 64) 





Johnny Mathis Eartha Kitt 


Billy Dee Williams 


There’s a big scandal brewing around New York about 
the way an aspiring singer, who is being mentioned in con- 
nection with the husband of a late star of jazzdom, is making 
use of the former star’s wardrobe and is even attempting to 
imitate her singing style. But nothing good is likely to happen for the newcomer 
since the memory of the late jazz star is still very much alive. 





W oody Strode 
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A #2472 ILLUSION 

Oh. la. la tt_ really looks the 
you've absolutely nething up 
there! Of course. it's really 
that girl's best friend, nylon 
sheer. Rayon and nylon matte 
yersey. Black, White. Coral 
Sizes 8 to 20 $17.99 


Bh -2552 Encnantress 

Suit your fancy in this charm 
ng ersembie Slinky shirt 
mates with fashionable short 
jacket of dramatic cotton lace 
over acetate taffeta Satin 
ummerbund oe be warst 
nite Candielignt Berge. 

Black Sizes 8 to 16 $10.99 


#2473 ARABESQUE 

Desert evenings . . . and dark 
eyed men are the things this 
dress sets the scene for. Drap- 
ing does wonders for bust 


K a 
o 
Mi g di 
= y 
and hips. Pin accents — 7 ; me 
lunge. Clinging rayon an 
scetate crepe. Black, White or ASK ABOU b /f\\\ a 











o #2556 INDIAN PRINCESS REVOLVING 
Doctor, ee = an indian CREDIT CLUB 
chief, will like the way you 

look in this dramatic taffeta TIME PAYMENT 
check with the twinkling jew- PLAN 
eled buttons! Fits beautifully. 

Acetate. Black, Red. 

Sizes 8 to 16. $9.99 — 


BB 2642 ACHEEN 


agg redericks / 


crafty ttle accents front and 

sack teams two pieces for OF HOLLYWOOD 
togetherness Triacetate arne! . 

Pink. ,6iue, write 

Sizes 8 6 16 $14.99 


BB 270 ALASKAN BELLE 

Take a tip from the gals of 
the Yukon-slip on a sheath 
trimmed with flirtatious rabbit 
fur. There's nothing smarter to 
flatter your legs' Rayon and 
acetate satin. White, Black 
Red. Emeraid ali with White 
fur. Sizes 8 to 20 $24.99 


#3433 DIAMOND BELLE 
Gwe yourself the tiny wasp 
waist he loves! Get complete 
cinching right up to 5 inches 
above waist. Fits under bra 
cups for added bosom uplift 
Spiral boning's effective, flex 
ible. Nylon crepe. Elastic 
center sit-comfy bach. White 
Black, Pink. Warst Sizes 22 to 
30 $6.99 


T 
Coral. Sizes 8 to 18. $19.99 FREDERICK'S 
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THE 
ORIGINAL ». 
COST $110! 













WRAPPED SK 
PEEK-A-BOO MIDRIFF 
ant NEW ARNEL’ 













i HOUR GLASS 

Cinch your waist and round out 
your hips (secret padding cour 
tesy you and Frederick's) and 
trim your tummy — till you look 
your loveliest. This nylon Rayon 
and Rubber Leno power net'l! 
do it! White, Black. Waist Sizes 
24 to 32 inches $9.99 


#3915 CURVALATOR 
Not a girdle... not a panty! 
Special add-a-fanny helper 
is secure with wonderfully 
designed elastic straps. Mira- 
cle poly-foam covered with 
soft nylon knit jersey. Pink or 
Black. Waist sizes 
23, 24, 25, 26, 27, 28. $5.99 


S #3218 HIP ENHANCER 
Remarkable foam rubber pads 

round you out to feminine 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 
lower thighs. too. Knitted Ray- 
on Acetate Powerfiex. Remov- 
able garters. White, Black 
Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 
inch. - $8.99 











IMPORT! PADDED 
HIP 







#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
emovable foam rhe = 
give you that rounde ook 
Rayon and cotton power net PADDED 
Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist. 








| #3277 «=TWO-TIMER 

Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fit into miracu- 
lously shaped pockets on hip 
and derriere. Knitted nylon 
Powerflex. Black or White. 
Waist sizes 22” to 30” $12.99 


PADDED HIPS AND SEAT 


0 #3387 THE LIVING END i 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 

girdie with this sensational aye) 

Sy das enn PADDED SEAT 
Rives flattest of-tummies and 
vet pushes up the “living end 

for that feminine natural look 

Grand tor sportswear and 
sheaths White Sizes 23 to 30 
nich waist $9.99 


0} #3435 LA PLUNGE 

Take the plunge into high fash 

on! This dramatic nothing of a 
bra provides daring decolie 

tage and uplift too' Underwired 

stitched push-up padding does 
yvOu-know-what Nylon, Rayon 
and Cotton Black. White 

Orchid Sizes 32 to 38B cup $5 


#108 DANGER CURVES 
French look bra has stitched 5 
section cups for that glamor 
ous pointed uplift. Rayon satin 
's net-lined for firm support 
in Jet Black or Gardenia White 
Priced so low. Sizes 32 to 38 
8. 34 to 38 C cup $3.50 
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1430 W. CANUENGA 1960 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 
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STYLE NO Ind 


FABULOUS 40 PAGE 
, FASHION CATALOG 
WITH PURCRASE 

OR SEND 25¢ FOR 
WEAR S SUBSCRIPTION 
WITHOUT PURCHASE: 





() | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35 Postage) 
C) S8NO0 COO (NOC OD withovt $1 00 deposit on each item 
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TOME STATE 
EVERY PENNY REFUNDED If NOT 10: 























Dreams can come free ia 


Fashion Desigaing 











Study at heme to be a designer 
Whether you wish to make a career of dress 
jesigning or dream of creating a fashion-right 
wardrobe for yourself and members of your 
family, National School of Dress Design offers 
you the opportunity to get essential basic train- 
ing in spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude our i home 
study foundation course in Fashion Designing 
Sketching, Pattern Drafting, Cutting and Fitti 
provides a sound, fundamental backgroun 
which may open the door to = —_—— career or 
nelp you to acquire new hrilling, satisfy- 

ng know-how. 


A leading home stedy fashion scheel 
Backed by years of experience, our training 
covers all essential phases of styling and costume 
des igning. Basic principles are taught by the 
ispiring “learn-by-doing”’ method, step-by-step 
uder the supervision of a qualified instructor 








who takes a real interest in your progress. 
Free beeklet! Mail coupon today for valu- 
Design.” Sent postage prepaid without obliga- 
tion. (No salesman will call.) 

2 835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 323 B ) 

Chicago 14, Ill. 

let, “Adventures in Dress Design,” and full 
particulars. This obligates me in no way. 
Address_ 
City__ Zone. S$ 


able free booklet, ‘‘Adventures in Dress 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
Please send me FREE and postpaid your book- 
ome 
— 
edited by National Home Study Council. 





















WIDE SHOES 





Widths Attractive » for summer is our new 
¢-0-£ Vinyl! with 
Beige; Pink; or Bab 


All sizes 
4toilli 





+ ng Bae dy of Black Patent, all wit 
gee. aba: ~y som $1.95 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 
SYD KUSHNER 


Sept. T-7, 733 South St. 
Philadeitphia 47, Pa. 







| New! Strip Tease | 


MECHANICAL PENCIL 


irn the pencil over and see 
the nude girl. Turn it back 
and see her disappear. Have 
lots of fun with your friends. 
Ideal bridge prize. Made of 
durable plastic, with en- : 
raved metal top. Uses me- 
lium leads. Price $1. each; 
Additional pencils 75¢ each 
Postpaid. Different Colors. 
Mail cash or M.O. to: 


LEEWOOD SALES COMPANY 
62 Locust Ave., New Rochelle, N. Y. 


WRITE YOUR OWN MUSIC 
FOR YOUR SONG POEMS! 


ssibly even PROFIT in writing the music for 

SONG POEMS with amazing new COMPOSA- 
GRAPH is marvelous invention has you setting your 
own SONG POEMS to music the very first time you try! 
y w write tanes even if you don’t know a single 
not at ! Simple as A BC! Compose your own 
melodi or your SONG POEMS, Love Songs, Hymns 
and I ar Songs! Write for Free Folder today! 
COMPOSAGRAPH, Dept. 1967, DARIEN, CONN. 








| 


| 





| 


2 X& 
Nancy Wilson 








Bill Henderson 


On The Reco 


| LIKE IN LOVE/Nancy Wilson (Capitol): Look at any good building, with its 

neat corners and clean joints, and you'll see why contractors let only men who 
have served an apprenticeship do the finished brick work. Listen to any good disc, 
and you'll hear why the seasoned performer. rather than the overnight sensation, 
is a better bet for a recording date. Like In Love. Nancy Wilson’s first waxed gig. 
is that kind of record—neat corners. clean joints—the work of a girl who, happily, 
has passed the apprenticeship stage and is really ready for the big time. 

What is more rare, she doesn’t sound like anyone you've heard before—which in 
these days of the great imitators is something to recommend her. So, except for a 
faint trace of Lena Horne in her / Want To Be Loved (and who can object to 
traces of Lena?), she sounds like Nancy Wilson, a 22-year-old Ohio girl who has 
passed her final examination in the art of selling a song after schooling in such 
classrooms as the bandstands of various Columbus, Ohio, aggregations, a two-year 
tour with Rusty Bryant’s orchestra which took her through the Midwest and Canada, 
a dozen night club stints, and two years as star of her own twice-weekly show on 
WTVN in Columbus. 

That Capitol has signed and recorded her, with the rich backing of Billy May’s 
swinging band, is tribute to a not inconsiderable talent, and to a solid kind of warmth 
and competence which should make her good listening for some years to come. 


BILL HENDERSON (Vee Jay): If you really need proof that good singers, like 


rare wine, have to be aged, give a listen to the album Bill Henderson. That old 
show business story about being “born in a trunk” literally applies to Henderson. 
who was discovered 24 years ago by Phil Baker, producer of Artists and Models, 
and billed (at the tender age of five) as the nation’s youngest song-and-dance man. 

From the varied background of music, hoofing, and even leading his own band 
and doing impersonations, Bill has drawn the kind of heart and soul that are 
demanded by songs like Joey, Love Locked Out, Bad Luck, and he can bounce you 
along on a high, fast one, or slow you down to a quiet, “pay attention please” when 
he gets involved in a blues. 

Recorded on demonstration records with the Ramsey Lewis Trio and played by 
Chicago disc jockeys, Bill is blasted off to a good recording stint on this album 
which bears his name. Some music fans may remember him from his recording of 
Senor Blues several years ago. For those who don’t, there is enough of a wide range 
of really good singing in his latest record so that you aren’t likely to forget him 
for a good long while. 
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CONSPIRACY OF HEARTS 


The Paramount release Conspiracy Of Hearts is an emotion-packed film story 
of little children deprived of their parents and held in a Nazi “transit camp,” and 
of nuns in a neighboring convent who operate an “underground railroad” from 
the camp to freedom. The role of the intrepid Mother Superior Katharine is played 
by Lilli Palmer with tenderness and brilliance. 

The time is 1942 during World War II, the place, northern Italy. At the opening 





Tenderness and brilliance. 


journeys to freedom. 


of the screen play, the camp is run by 
Italian troops who dislike being chil- 
dren’s jailers. Their commander turns a 
blind eye to the activities of the nuns. A 
tunnel has been dug from the camp to 
the side of a nearby hill. Groups of 
children crawl through the tunnel at 
night, are met and escorted to the con- 
Later the children are 
smuggled out in an ancient truck. 

All goes well until the Germans begin 
a tightening-up process which brings a 
German colonel to take control of the 
camp and to stop the escapes. The death 
penalty is announced for anyone aiding 
the prisoners. A nun is killed on a mis- 


vent by the nuns. 


sion; escaped children are found in the 
convent; three nuns face a firing squad. 
Nevertheless, the children continue their 


Conspiracy Of Hearts is filled with pathos and melodrama. It illustrates a simple 
truth: hearts abounding in love, faith and courage can overcome the powers of evil. 


‘| PASSED FOR WHITE’ 


If this independent production, re- 
leased by Allied Artists, proves anything, 
in the course of a listless 90 minutes of 
melodramatic romantic involvements, it 
is that white-skinned Negroes condemn 
themselves to tense and unnatural lives 
when they elect to pass as white, and that 
they would be far happier in the ghetto. 
In / Passed For White, Bernice Lee finds 
out the hard way that to live among 
whites as one of them can be pretty har- 
rowing. She makes the racial switch by 
flying from her hometown Los Angeles 
to New York, where she marries a well- 
to-do white man. 





Compound and complex. 


Bernice’s tragedy lies in her inability to sever all ties with Negro life, particularly 
her family. She becomes pregnant, and true to the tradition of century-old misce- 
genation dramas quakes with a terrible fear that her baby will turn out black. To 
compound the already complex situation, a neurotically jealous husband strains her 
sanity almost to breaking point and she decides to return to the Negro role in which 


nature and society had originally cast her. 


I Passed For White derives what little excitement it contains from the tense 
buildup to the unmasking of Bernice, which never comes. 
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Woman Tortured 
byAgonizing ITCH 


| "I nearly itched to death for 7'z years. Then I 
| discovered anew wender-working creme. Now 
| I’m happy,” writes Mrs. D.W ard of Los Angeles 
| Here’s blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new 
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 


MAKE 


HIM 
areas YOU. 


ew drops of FLAMING DE- 
. a little behind your ears 
- @ little in your hair - a wee 
bit more in some seeret place it 
will give am that ae fooling 
all = is pow 







give wee t extra r! with a oan 
it will —— him feel ge 
oot Pe You will never want to 
e be without it. ‘Quantities are limited 
se order FLAMING DESIR now! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 (3 fer $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus 
postage. if not delighted, I'll send your money right back. 


Vv. ODUCTS, 7 
177 McLean Ave. ‘onkers 5, N. Y. 








Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 





| ers—money back guarantee. 


Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain—without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!”’ 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 


*Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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PLAY 
RIGH 
AWAY: 


ANY INSTRUMENT 


—even if you don't 
know a single note now! 


it's EASY to learn ANY instrument. No boring 








‘ exercises. Even if you don’t know a single note now, 
L ave you playing delightful pieces RIGHT AWAY— 
rig m your FIRST lesson! And properly, BY NOTE. 
as A-B-C. Make amazing progress. No special 

needed. Learn at home in spare time, without a 

Only few cents per lesson. Soon you can play 
any iece you wish. Over 1,000,000 stu- 
jen ncluding famous TV star Law- 
ren Welk (Our 62nd Year. ) 
FREE BOOK Just send this ad, with 

ne and address filled in below, 

SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio 
rt Bp dccccssmang ie Ve - 
9 salesman will call.) 


eacher 


to: U. S 
34 f 


if any) 


(Include Zone No., 








into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28E, Calif. 


GUARANTEED 
, LOSE WEIGHT 


.is by eating less. And now for the 
first time you can do it easier, safer 
with NEW 8-SLiIM CAPS. No rigid 
starvation diets, no pills before 
every meai. 

JUST ONE B-SLiM CAP IN THE 

MORNING BEFORE BREAKFAST 

-and your appetite is gently 
curbed for the entire day. No jangied 
nerves, no tenseness fighting 
your desire for food. You cut down 
naturally, harmlessly, effectively. 
What's more, only 1 capsule per day 
means you pay less too. 

Full 3 weeks supply 
(21 capsules) only $1.98 

Economy 6 weeks supply 

(42 capsules) $2.98 
Order now B-SLIM CAPS must do ali we say, 
er money refunded. 32¢ on postage. 
Send cash, check or M.0. with order; or send 
$1.00, batance (.0.0. plus P.0. charges. 
|| MARSHALL ORUG REMEDIES, INC. 


Dept. 28-A, Box 188, Forest Hills 75, N. Y. 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
make people admire you? Power to earn 
Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
yone follow you? I will send you informa- 
h is the result of scientific research. This 
m and directions will help you become 
sasterful and exert greater influence. You will 
a to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
NOT - DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY "IMMEDIATELY 
} NDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money der and I will pay postage. 
FREE ° with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 
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HOW HE 
PROPOSED 


By Sarah Vaughan 


i amamreneag BEING proposed to in a 
taxicab that’s owned by your future 
husband. Well, it happened to me. 

In August of 1958 I had formally met 
C. B. Atkins, whom I had seen a number 
of times in Chicago when | appeared 
there at night clubs and in theatres. But 
it was only a nodding acquaintance. | 
had taken my vacation and was having 
a ball visiting my friends around the 
country that I seldom get.a chance to 
really relax with as I’m usually working 
when I hit their towns. 





It was in Killer Johnson’s club, the 
Archway Lounge, in Chicago that some 
friends brought over C. B. and asked if 
we had met. When I told them I had 
seen him but hadn’t been introduced, 
they lost no time in making him known 
to me. He blushed at the glowing intro- 
duction and said I should take it with a 
grain of salt. We ate dinner and over 
Killer’s steaks he told me something of 
his life, that he had played pro football 
and was presently operating a small fleet 
of taxicabs. 


} 
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From that evening on we started dat- 
ing and I canceled my plans to go to 
Los Angeles for a week as I was begin- 
ning to find him very interesting. He 
had the qualities I like in a man. He 
seemed very considerate, likable, anx- 
jous to do little things that pleased me. 

One evening on the way to a night 
club in one of his cabs he seemed extra 
cheerful and naturally I got curious. 
When I| asked him why, his response was 
to take an engagement ring out of his 
pocket and say, “Well, how about it. 
Does it meet with your approval? Will 
you wear it?” 

What can a girl say, when she’s rushed 
in such a manner, but yes? It was ex- 
actly a month to the day that we took 
the vows in Chicago that united us in 
holy matrimony. To say that I was hap- 
py is an understatement. I was delirious. 


And as I look back on it now I couldn’t | 


be happier. When you're a performer 
traveling on the road week in and week 
out you’re bound to get lonely and feel 
the need of a helpmate. This was some- 
thing I lacked in my previous marriage. 
With C. B. I have the strong comforting 
arms and the presence of a man who’s in 


my corner all the way. Since we’ve been | 


married I’ve called him when I get down 
in the dumps and hearing his voice for 
five minutes has pepped me up again. If 
he thinks that a night club engagement 


is going well he'll jump on a plane to | 


spend the rest of the time with me, can- 
celling out any previous business en- 


gagements he may have had as he lets | 
me know that he places my happiness | 


above anything else. 

And he did surprise me a few months 
ago when we went for a drive over to 
Englewood, N. J. He stopped the car in 
front of a palatial-looking, eight-room 
house and said, “Come on in, it’s your 
new home.” 

Well, I just had to stand there for at 
least five minutes, catch my breath and 
wipe the tears from my eyes. Finally I 
had a home of my own. A place where 
I could lay out in the backyard, prepare 
a meal in an all electric kitchen or invite 
my friends to frolic in my rumpus room. 

It was a dream-come-true for a girl 
whose home, for so many years, has 
been night club dressing rooms and 
backstages of theaters and concert halls. 
That’s just one more reason why I’m 
glad I said “yes” when my man popped 
the question in the backseat of a taxicab. 
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Wonderful Relief for 
Itching Sting of 


HICKIES 


(bumps, blackheads) 






% 


Yo 
\ 


% “The itching, stinging burn of bumps 
and blackheads tormented me so much I 
couldn’t keep from scratching, which made 
them worse. I tried everything friends rec- 
ommended but couldn’t seem to get relief. 
Then one day I saw an ad on Black and White 
Ointment and decided to try it. I can say it is 
the only thing that relieved 
the itchy, stingy misery.” 


Cd aif 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 













HELP YOUR HEART FUND—HELP YOUR HEART 








Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 











That’s when a woman’s problems really 


How can she convince the wolves 
who hound her that she’s not ‘spoiled’ 


ove or ready for any man’s kisses? 


RBARA AND HER ESCORT, Jim, rode up in the elevator of her apartment 
ling, Barbara planned her little “Thank-you-for-a-lovely-evening” speech. 
have been an easy speech to make because she had had a lovely time, and 
een so charming on this, their first date. 
2 sighed, remembering the musical they’d seen, and the excellent dinner 
such a long time since she’d had any real fun, she’d almost forgotten 
vas like! She was even humming a tune from the musical as they stepped 
elevator, and walked toward her apartment. In front of her door, she 


iling, to Jim, and began, “It’s been wonderful, Jim, and I can’t thank 


vyhat’s this?” Jim interrupted her, half laughing, half not. “You’re not 
me, are you? It’s early yet. How about a little drink?” 
frowned, ever so slightly, but smiled almost immediately, and said, 
ourse, Jim, how thoughtless of me. I do have to go to work tomorrow, 
irly yet, and we could have that drink. Won’t you come in?” 
s was the overture to the scene—or nightmare—that was to be repeated 
for Barbara, and for many others like her. 
bara, a pretty and smart young woman of 25 or so, had one unfortunate 
1inst her—she was a divorcée. And Jim, who based his ideas upon many 
ocial folkways and mores, believed that there were certain ways that 
lt and certain things that they did, or did not do (very few of the latter). 
ime the conversation—or wrestling match—had gotten almost completely 
d, and Jim had said many unfortunate things concerning what Barbara 
and what Barbara was “used to,” Barbara herself had resorted to 
otestations and even tears, and eventually had literally put Jim out of her 
hus, a very unhappy end to what had been a lovely evening, and per- 
d of a budding friendship unless both achieved great wisdom overnight. 
, who had his own preconceived ideas, was just plain confused. He looked 
within himself, and finding none, bitterly reproached Barbara, assuming 
loubtless accept Charles or Tom or Henry. What was wrong with him? 
t have sense enough to realize that Barbara and many others simply 
ept indiscriminate sex like you would a cup of coffee! 
r Barbara, of course, alone and crying in her room, was thrust from 
of happiness to the depths of despair. 
wrong with me?” she cried aloud into the emptiness. A little later, 
pirin had relieved the heartache, bitterness came to her, too. /{ ] were 
thought, maybe this wouldn’t have happened. Funny, a single girl, 


























Last night she met a new man. 
{nd three hours after their 
meeting she found herself in 
a wrestling match. The brawl 
_— when he learned that 
she was a divoreée. That's 
the way it always started, 


but how would it ever end? 
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Massengi 


Powder 


for feminine hygiene 








Massengill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 
by w verywhere. It assures you of personal 
da 
Ask for 

Its n'’ refreshing fragrance makes you con- Massengill 
fider ill not offend. Unlike ‘‘home-made” Powder 
prey it is effective for many hours. at your local 
Soluti f Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 
sare ng, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 
F g 
mend »ctors and used in hospitals. 
Use Me ill Powder—and be sure. 

eeeesee eeeeeeeeeeveeveeeenee e828 
THE S ¥ GILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 
Please send me plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. Xe e 
NAME 
STREE 
CITY ZONE STATE 














After The 
DIVORCE 


twenty-five years old, is respected, and 
treated like a person; a widow of twenty- 
five—oh, my heavens, yes—respected, 
protected, sympathized with; a wife and 
mother of twenty-five, loved and wor- 
shipped by her husband, held in respect 
by all the world; but a divorcée of twen- 
ty-five, a gal who, along with someone 
else, made a mistake in judgment, why, 
why must she be the lowest thing in the 
world? 

Barbara burst into tears again, and, 
what with feeling completely sorry for 
herself, was fast on the way to getting 
the headache back again, when the tele- 
phone rang. 

Quickly pulling herself together, Bar- 
bara answered. It was Jim, apologetic. 
haltingly trying to explain. Barbara, 
surprised that she felt happy and re- 
lieved at his call, mumbled something 
about it was “all right,” and they’d both 
said things they didn’t mean. Somehow, 
Jim had a ray of light, and since these 
things are contagious, a little light came, 
too, into the darkness of Barbara’s heart. 

There is, of course, every chance for 
Barbara to find a happy married life 
again, though probably not with Jim. 
All of the young men she meets and 
dates won’t be like Jim—many will, and 
some will be even worse, but if Barbara 
can first find herself, she will have no 
worry that the right man will find her. 

It is no easy assignment, though, as 
wise men of all ages will attest. 

First of all, Barbara would have to 
stop feeling sorry for herself, as this is 
not a characteristic to attract the male 
eye. She must stop feeling as if she is a 
“soul apart”—the “lowest thing in the 
world,” as she cried aloud in her deep 
despair. She had lived nineteen wonder- 
ful years before marrying husband Dan. 
These years, and even the bad ones, 
all pour into the stream of life, just 
as the years to come will add to new 
experiences. 
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Neither loving nor living is a matter 
of lying down, being a doormat, and let- 
ting the wonder of it all sweep over you. 
Barbara must fight, and must have no 
reluctance to do so. She must get back 
into the mainstream of life. 

Perhaps she may be one of those per- 
sons whose goal is not a second, satis- 
factory, marriage. Perhaps she may 
truly be one of those women who can 
live a full and completely rounded life 
without the attentive love of a husband. 
There are thousands of brilliant career 
women; there are women dedicated to 
the service of others; there are those 
who find that achievement in sports, the 
entertainment world, science or religion, 
bring them a full measure of happiness. 
These, however, are in the minority, and 
for most women, to walk the lonely road 
with their hand in a strong masculine 
one is the answer. 

Therefore, after the divorce, what? 
Statistics happily say that more divor- 
cées remarry than even first starters of 
the same age, in many instances. This is 
fine for the statistician, but doesn’t solve 
the immediate problem of the divorcée. 
She must watch her status in the com- 
munity change, especially if it is a small 
town. She must painfully realize that, 
slowly but surely, she is being “left out,” 
and has no place in the “old crowd.” To 
add to her grief and confusion, there will 
be men like Barbara’s Jim, who are ut- 
terly lacking in sensitivity. Here, too, 
will be the test for the divorced woman. 
Perhaps lonely at times, she may not al- 
ways be able to resist the proffered 
“shoulder to cry on.” /t is not to her 
credit if she accepts such an arrange- 
ment, especially if the proffered shoulder 
is not free. If her eventual goal is re- 
marriage, this is only a postponement of 
the joys of real love. 

For most people, a divorce, like major 
surgery, requires a period of recupera- 
tion. When Barbara married her be- 
loved Dan, and took him “until death do 
us part,” they became a part of each 
other, and later, when divorce became 
necessary, there was much pain for each 
party. The Jims of this world don’t help 
her opinion of herself, either. The sensi- 
tive woman hears the censure of herself, 
first of all, her husband, and society. 

However, life must go on, and after a 
reasonable period of emotional readjust- 
ment, she must try the high wire again. 
The divorcée, of course, should not plan 
to “marry just (Continued on Page 77) 
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“Tve got enough bottles, tubes and jars 
to beautify the sphinx 
— but this is the only one that counts”’ 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NApDINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinols Deluxe is 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75c to $2 





cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 
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ESTERDAY I WALKED DOWN toward the lake. | 
stood on the sand at the shore and looked across the 
water, and suddenly everything came flooding back—Jeff. 
and those long evenings on the beach, all the fun we had, 
and the heartache. I hadn’t thought it would be as painful 
as it was—it’s been almost a year—but coming down to the 
lake, seeing it so unchanged, brought everything back: Jeff. 
handsome, charming, exciting, so different from everyone 
I'd ever known. He’d been much older than | was, thirty-six. 
and he’d been married. I knew what I was getting into, but 
that didn’t stop me. Now I stood on the shore and looked 
across the lake, and thought of Jeff, and that summer. 
“Some girls should always wear red,” Jeff had said the 
first time I’d really noticed him. He was leaning over my 
desk, his arm resting on the switchboard, with the bigness 
of him dwarfing the already small room where I worked as 
receptionist and switchboard operator, and his eyes moved 
approvingly over the new red dress I’d just invested my last 
fifteen dollars in. I’d seen him around the office before, and 
knew he was doing some sort of advertising work for Mr. 
Brammer, but I’d never paid too much attention to him 
because of the plain gold band on his left hand. 
Now I smiled at him and said, “That’s funny, I thought it 
was just bulls. I don’t remember reading anything about 
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the color red attracting wolves. too.” 

Jeff cocked his head and eyed me for a moment, then 
said, “Well. it’s pretty obvious you’ve been reading the 
wrong books. Tell me, have you read anything in the ‘Jeff 
Dawson Encyclopedia of Male Attractions’?” 

When I shook my head he nodded knowingly and said, “Of 
course not.” 

I watched him go into Mr. Brammer’s office, thinking 
how attractive he was, in an older sort of way. I was 
nineteen, and while I dated often enough, it was always with 
a younger type than Jeff, kids my own age. I’d never gone 
steady, although I’d been asked to twice. My parents didn’t 
approve of anyone going steady, and I hadn’t really liked 
any fellow enough to put up a fight. 

I'd been working in Mr. Brammer’s office for over a year 
when Jeff started coming in. At first I hadn’t paid much 
attention to him, just to notice that he was attractive—and 
knew it. He was so much older than me, and besides he 
was married. That day Jeff stayed late in the office, and 
when he came out | was putting on my coat. He paused, his 
head tilted to one side, watching me. “Are you really leav- 
ing?” he asked innocently. “I thought you spent your 
nights here too.” 

“No, weekends and special days I go home,” | answered. 
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1 special day?” he asked, puzzled. 

Don’t tell me you haven’t read the ‘Jeannie Matthews 
lia of Special Days’? This is the day before the week 
g Day.” 

ling!” Jeff's black eyes laughed approvingly. “Well, I'd 
illed for a celebration. Can I take you home, and maybe 
p off somewhere for coffee or something?” 

paused. I wasn’t sure I should, after all Jeff was married. 
ued, feeling his dark eyes watching me, what could possibly 
(nd even married men could drink coffee with their friends. 


; 
~ m, all right, sure, and that’s how it started. Love me and trust me, 
V t to a small shop on a side street that I’d never seen before. 
Jeff chose was near the rear of the store and the backs of hee T')) have the 


s were so high that anyone sitting in them could have 

| seclusion. Jeff sat there, watching me until the coffee 

| began to feel self-conscious and young, and to wish I divorce anv dav now.’ So 

hadn't come. Yet there was something exciting about Jeff, about : ; 
ss from him in a booth, drinking coffee with him, talking 

I loved him and trusted 

really not bad,” he was saying, in the same tone you’d 

| car or a new dress. I eyed him over the rim of my SS ee 

“Too bad you’re not at least five years older,” he sighed : 


it his wedding ring and said, “What difference would it I believed him, but just 


| at the ring too and said casually, “Oh, don’t worry about : 

yme off soon enough. The divorce should be coming because he whispered the 

day now.” He went on to explain that it had been a 

reement, his wife hadn’t given him any trouble, and it was 

ter of days before he’d be free, but I only half listened. 

W rd “divorce” my heart had begun to sing. Jeff, handsome, 
suld be free, would no longer be married, and I realized 

wit inting sense of excitement and fright how very attracted 


words my heart ached for 


after that we left the shop. Jeff drove around aimlessly for 
a wi hen headed out toward the lake shore. Dusk had fallen, and 
the ertain early-summer quiet about the evening. I noticed 
tha lipped the ring off and I was glad. I wanted no remind- 
as, after all, still legally married. 
e parked the car along the drive overlooking the lake, I 
r to him. And then he’d pulled me into his arms and was 
kis and | didn’t want anything but this wild sweet excitement. 
M inded loudly and for one wonderful moment nothing else mattered. Then I pulled away from him and said 
sha ing myself, yet knowing that I had to say it, “You’d better take me home, Jeff.” 
garette and slowly exhaled the smoke. “Okay,” he said, “I guess you're right.” He drove slowly, and when he 
house, | was out of the car almost before it had stopped. 
f leaned across the seat and grinned out the window, “what’s your hurry? Don’t you know I never seduce 
the first Monday of the month?” Then he was off, with a roar of engines and a cloud of gasoline. 
lowly up the steps of my house, and when I opened the door my mother called from the kitchen, “That you, 
ept your supper hot. Hungry?” 
the kitchen and sat down at the table and watched her bustle about getting my supper. I thought about Jeff 
in ly a feeling of guilt and shame seeped through the excitement that I felt thinking about his kiss. What would 











M 


evi 


no 
tel 
thi 


mé 


thi 


my 











What was the strange feeling inside 


me, fear of growing up 


or the guilt born of my own secret sin? 


Mom say if she knew? Mom, who didn’t 
even want me to go steady with boys 
my own age, and who thought there was 
nobody finer and better than her daugh- 
ter. What would she say if she knew 
that her daughter had been out with a 
man much older and more experienced, 
a married man? The food choked in my 
throat as I swallowed it, and I put down 
my fork. 





“Well,” Mom said conversationally, 
“‘where’ve you been, out so late?” 

“Oh, just out,” I answered. I’d never 
kept anything from her before, but I 
knew I couldn’t tell her about Jeff. “I 
met a friend of mine—from school—and 
we had coffee, and talked,” I said. “We 
had a lot to catch up on—she’s getting 
married,” I added. 

“That's Mom and | 


nice,” said, 


thought, / don’t have to go out with him 
any more. If he comes by the office 
again and wants to take me out, I'll re- 
fuse. [ll tell him I have a boy friend and 
can’t go out with him ever again. With 
Mom in the kitchen and the comforting 
atmosphere of normality, I made a 
promise to myself then and there. . . . 
I would have nothing else to do with 
Jeff, no matter how inviting the thought 
of the lake might be. Promising myself 
that, I felt more like the daughter Mom 
would be proud of. But the next day, 
after work, Jeff was waiting for me out- 
side the office, and as I mutely climbed 
into his car my last night’s resolutions 
tumbled around me. 

He drove around for a while, and 
finally we ended up at the lake. After 
that, he would pick me up from work 
three or four times a week. We'd drive 
around, sometimes we’d stop off for cof- 
fee, or we'd drop by a small pizza place 
near the lake and stuff ourselves. Then 
we'd go down to the lake where we'd get 
out and wander around the beach, or 
just lie on the sand and talk. When it 
got warm enough, I’d stop off at home 
and get my bathing suit and we'd go 
swimming in the still warm water. 

It got harder and harder to say no to 
Jeff's persuasive love making. Every eve- 
ning after our dates on the beach I 
stayed in his car, lingering over his 
goodbye kisses. 

One day, after a busy eight hours of 
being a cheerful “hello girl” I was more 
than happy to leave work and looked 
forward to seeing Jeff and being with 
him. 

The weather was ideal. Balmy clouds 
floated lazily in the clear blue sky and 
the waves in the lake played games of 
follow-the-leader upon the beach. Cool- 
ing breezes from the water wafted across 
the sand and the water was refreshing 
and ideal for a relaxing swim. 

I had darted into the water ahead of 
Jeff and was out after a quick dip. Slow- 
ly, and with less haste, he followed me 
and swam around for a couple of min- 
utes. Lazily I stretched out on the huge 
beach towel and gazed at his magnificent 
physique in adoration as he wiped his 
body dry. The play of muscles rippling 
across his broad chest sent tiny shivers 
of delight and anticipation through me. 
As our eyes met the sudden flash of de- 
sire in his must have been mirrored in 
my own, and without a moment’s hesita- 
tion we were (Continued on Page 62) 
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When Roger called 


me on the telephone, I 
really blew my top. 
**Get lost,” I told him, 
**T never want 


to see you again.” 





VER SINCE MY PARENTS HAD BOUGHT 
the little summer cottage on the shore of Rabbit 

Ear Lake four years ago, they had allowed me to 
; have a Labor Day party before closing the cottage 
up for the winter. It was a traditional party, and 


Meu 


all my friends looked forward to it. Even my father 
who had been ill for such a long time always took 
3 part in it. Thin and drawn and unsteady on his 
. feet, he insisted on cooking the barbecues over the 
¥ little stone pit outside the cottage, and he took pic- 


* tures of the gang swimming in the lake before sup- 

per, canoeing, and diving off the dock. Mother and 

J a couple of her friends handled the food and kept 
= the coffee pot filled and the cold drinks iced. The 





party always broke up about eleven with a lot of 
tearful regret, and we all drove the thirty-five miles 


home, feeling sad because our party meant the 
official end of summer. 

I went to that last party with Roger Dayton. I'd 
been going with him off and on for several months. 


By off and on I mean we had been fighting and 
making up again, mostly because he was taking our 





little affair too seriously. He was a good date and 


my parents approved of him, but he certainly wasn’t 
a part of my future plans. He was going into mili- 
tary service in October, and he’d gotten sort of 
desperate about us. He was too demanding and 


possessive on our dates, and I was annoyed. Some- 





times he was so rough and eager that I had to 
push him away angrily. When I couldn’t keep his 
hands from wandering and his kisses from fright- 
ening me, I’d slap him and run from the car. 
Roger always felt badly afterwards and called up 
to apologize. I relented and kept on dating him, 
but | was getting tired of the struggle and all the 
stormy scenes. I knew he loved me, and I felt sorry 
for him because he dreaded going into the army so 





. ’ 
I didn t dare tell anyone much. I was some sort of hold on home to him, 
but even so, I wasn’t happy when I was with him, 
the terrible thing that and I worried about what might happen if he ever 


aroused my emotions so much that I got pity mixed 
up with real love and let something happen that I 
would regret. 

During the afternoon of the Labor Day party we 


and me that night at the had a good time swimming and canoeing and then 
sitting around in the dusk eating with the gang and 





had happened between Roger 


singing, but when everyone paired off in couples 


boathouse. Pretty soon, I to find shadows where they could be alone, Roger 
and I wandered down to the boat house. It was a 
couldn’t tell the truth pretty spot with the moonlight shimmering on the 


water. We could see little minnows swimming close 
. to the surface and hear the bull frogs croaking away. 
about anything. I was trapped [ let him kiss me and I lay pan in “4 ae 
thinking about a lot of things—my parents, the past 
summer and the winter ahead. Suddenly Roger 
started in with his wild love-making, pressing me 
against the wall of the boat house, his lips feverish 
and searching, his body moulded against mine. 
“Stop, Roger!” I gasped, turning my face. “Don’t 
spoil a lovely night,” I begged. 
“T can’t help it,” he muttered hoarsely. “I can’t 
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stand being with you and not loving 
you.” He groaned, “Oh, Sue, I haven’t 
got much more time. Be nice to me. 
Give me something to remember. Please 
don’t keep pushing me off.” 

| tried to wrench free, my blood puls- 
ing in fright. “You’re hurting me, 
Roger.’ 

\ shaft of moonlight fell across his 
face and I saw how twisted it was and 
how wild his eyes looked. “You're going 
to be mine. I’m not going to leave with- 
out knowing you’re mine. Nobody else 
is going to have you.” 

With strength I didn’t believe he pos- 
sessed, he lifted me and carried me to the 
back of the boat house, putting me down 
on a pile of tarp which we used to cover 
the canoe. I sobbed and whimpered and 
struggled. I didn’t dare scream because 
| was afraid my father might hear and 
the shock and horror might bring on an- 
other heart attack. 

| remember a few fleeting things about 
that terrible experience. I remember 
wondering wildly if this was the beau- 


tiful moment of love young people 
looked forward to on their honeymoon, 
and | remember Roger’s wild face. 

| wanted to kill him. I hurt so terribly 
and | couldn’t move for a minute. My 


eyes searched the darkened boat house 
and I saw a paddle propped against the 
wall. | think if I’d had the strength I 
would have grabbed it and brought it 
down over Roger’s face again and again 
until he was senseless. But more than 
wanting to kill him, I wanted to get 
away 

Shaking with sobs, I got on my hands 
and knees and staggered to my feet. 
Roger was huddled on the tarp, his face 
buried in his arms, crying. It made me 
sick to see him. For a minute I thought 
I was going to throw up, then I ran out- 
side and along the north side of the lake, 


away from the cottage and the party. I 
guess | ran about a fourth of a mile, 
ducking in and out of the trees and 


brush and around the big boulders that 
edged the lake until I stumbled and 


fell over a long bamboo fish pole 
propped on a rock and jutting out into 
the water. | fell flat in the sand, too ex- 
hausted to even cry. 


“Hey,” somebody said, “are you 
hurt?” Hands lifted me and turned me 
over. I looked up into a strange young 
man’s face. He was wearing blue dunga- 
rees and a blue work shirt. 


I'm okay,” [| mumbled, brushing 
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Maybe what happened was my fault, 


I knew what Roger was like when I was 


alone with him. But the night was 


too beautiful to spoil with thoughts 
like that. If only I had spoiled it— 


sand from my knees and hands. 

“I’m sure sorry about that pole,” he 
said. “I didn’t expect visitors. I just 
caught a brown trout—a beauty too!” 
He flashed a grin, “and I put the pole 
back in the water while I cleaned it.” 

Rabbit Ear Lake is small and directly 
across the water we could see the lights 
of the cottage and hear the kids. It was 
obvious that I’d come from the party but 
he didn’t mention it. 

“Can I help you get back over there?” 
he asked. “Want me to walk with you?” 

I glanced at my watch. It was only 
nine-thirty and the party wouldn’t break 
up for awhile. I didn’t want to go back 
until it was time to leave. I didn’t want 
to face anyone or have anyone see me. 
Most of all I didn’t want to see Roger. 
“Would you mind if I stayed here for a 
little bit?” 


“I’m still a little shaky,” I said. 

“I’m glad to have company,” he said 
with a slow smile. “My name is Chuck 
Deveritt. I work for the garage in 
town.” 

“Ed’s garage,” I nodded. “When we 
first bought our cottage Ed only had one 
gas pump and a little shack. Now he’s 
got a bumper shop and a big filling sta- 
tion. The place sure has grown.” 

We talked about Rabbit Ear and he 
said Ed was going to keep his service 
station open all winter because the sport 
of fishing through the ice was catching 
on and lots of tourists were coming up in 
the winter—something they’d never 
done before. 

“It’s beautiful in the winter,” I said 
simply. “We came up one Christmas. 
Everything was deserted. All the cot- 
tages were boarded up and there wasn’t 

















a shop open, but I loved it.” I was be- 
ginning to breathe more calmly and rest- 
ing quietly beside the nice young man 
made the nightmare in the boat house 
seem unreal and far away. I shuddered 
and hugged my arms together, and he 
looked down at me quickly. “Are you 
cold?” 

“No. I guess I’d better get back now. 
Everybody will be leaving soon.” I stood 
up, smoothing the wrinkles from my 
skirt. “Thank you for rescuing me.” 

He insisted on walking around the 
curve of the lake with me until we were 
almost to the boat house, then I broke 
away with a quick goodbye and ran. My 
heart was pounding because I was afraid 
Roger might be waiting for me. The 
kids were straggling back to the cottage. 
I went up to one of the girls and told 
her to tell my mother I was waiting in 


fireplace and talked. 


the car, that I didn’t feel well. 

In the back seat of our car, parked un- 
der a hemlock tree, I huddled in the 
darkness, waiting for my parents. I 
closed my eyes trying to make myself 
think of Chuck Deveritt rather than the 
nightmare with Roger, but I couldn’t 
chase the evil from my mind. How had 
I ever let myself get in a position where 
it could happen when I knew how Roger 
had been acting? A sob broke from my 
lips just as Mother opened the back door 
and peered in at me anxiously. “What’s 
wrong, Sue? Are you sick?” 

“T just don’t feel well,” I said. “Maybe 
I ate something.” 

“We're ready to leave, dear.” She 
handed in a picnic hamper. “Daddy will 
switch off the lights and then we'll go. 
Where’s Roger?” 

“IT told him I was going home with 


you,” I said quickly. 

Mother closed the door and went back 
to the cottage for another load. She 
didn’t suspect anything, and I breathed 
a sigh of relief. A few minutes later 
Daddy came to the car and we drove off, 
with all the kids waving from the other 
cars. 

My parents talked about what a nice 
evening it had been during the drive 
home and then Mother made me go 
promptly to bed, after feeling my cheeks 
to be sure I wasn’t running a tempera- 
ture. I tried to sleep, but there was no 
escape from my thoughts. I wanted to 
tell my father what had happened, but 
I didn’t dare because of his health. It 


was better to say nothing. 


I SUPPOSE I must have slept some- 
time during (Continued on Page 56) 
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BREHEN-AG EF. 


!’S HARD TO SAY who is really to blame for what happened between 
Vera and me. Maybe it was my fault. I mean, after all, a guy thirty- 

five with a wife and kids is supposed to know enough to come in out 
of the rain, and getting mixed up with a girl half my own age strictly 
comes under the heading of stupidity. 

Then maybe you could blame Vera. She wasn’t exactly a babe in the 
woods. With those tight pants and skirts she wore and that impish look 
always dancing in her eyes when my wife wasn’t around, she knew 
exactly what she was doing. 

But I'd really like to blame Eleanor, and I guess I did blame her at 
the time for what happened. A guy usually marries a girl because he 
loves her and because he believes he is the most important thing in her 
life. And when he looks up one day years later and finds he’s playing 
second fiddle to a couple of kids, a bridge club, the PTA and the Wo- 
men’s Hospital Auxiliary, well, what the hell is he supposed to do? 

| stood it for a long time; even Eleanor will have to admit that—if 
she were the type to admit to anything when she’s got me over a barrel. 
But it’s true. | went through three years of that “Supper’s on the stove 


and don’t forget to give the kids their baths,” and “Oh, Frank, I’m too 
tired—not tonight,” routine. I couldn’t figure out whether I was mar- 
ried to a woman or a social service agency. 


Of course, maybe she had felt the same sort of thing about me years 
before. I don’t mean I was doing the same sort of thing, working with 
all those organizations and stuff, but I was pretty tied up trying to get 
our little construction business going. In the early days it was a “You- 
name-it-and-!’ll-fix-it,” one-man operation. Building, painting, repair- 
ing, all that jazz. In time I began to get so much work that I had to 
hire helpers, and after awhile I had a pretty good sized business of my 
own going. 

Still, Eleanor had our share of busy, lean years—years when our 
marriage was terribly undernourished. Well, I don’t guess it was that 
bad, really. | mean, after all, we did manage to have a couple of kids 
in there somewhere. But there were long stretches when about the only 
time we had together were those wee, small hours at night when we lay 
in each other’s arms and made love and talked about what we would 
do when times got better. 

“| wish times were already better,” Eleanor complained one night. 
“| wish you didn’t have to get up at dawn in the morning and rush out 
of the house to paint somebody’s kitchen or fix somebody’s leaky bath- 
room. | wish we could have breakfast together like other people.” 


She had a baby’s voice, a wom- 
an’s body, and the devil’s eyes. 
She was a teen-age temptress 
turned loose in my house, and | 
didn’t have the nerve or sense to 


put her out before it was too late 
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LEN -AGE 


TO TAKE the work when 


here I can find it,” I told her. 


learning to depend on me 
for them at a certain time, 
»w you build a reputation. 
1 business of my own, that'll 
People will call me in- 
ng a competitor.” 
u’re right,” she said reluct- 
have so little time to- 
nk. And it’s so lonesome 
yuse without you.” 
be lonesome long, not 
comes,” I reminded her. 
was still about seven 
ait, because we had just 
ertain only about two weeks 
> was pregnant. 
a boy and looks like you,” 


, nuzzling her nose in my 


t take much of that kind 
to light the fuse, and 
weren't thinking about the 
t have together at all. We 
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I was a married man of 35 and 
she was a girl of 18, but that 
didn’t really seem to be the 


point. The facts were obscured 


by the fevers of the flesh 


I began to have to find my own supper on the stove and put the kids to bed 
after I got home to relieve the baby-sitters. 

“Look,” I exploded one night when she got in late from a Neighborhood 
Improvement Club meeting after the kids had given me a particularly hard 
time, “how long are you going to be Miss Social Service of 1959? I can’t 
run a business all day and a nursery all night.” 

Well, she apologized and then went on to tell me how it was no bed of 
roses for her just staying in the house with the kids all day and not being 
active among other grownups and how she wasn’t keeping her mind sharp 
and all that, so in the end I had to agree with her and we decided what we 
needed was something like a governess or full-time baby-sitter for the children. 

“After all,” I said, “business is pretty good now and I think we can afford 
some help around the house.” 

Only it wasn’t quite as easy as that. Finding the right person for the house 
was like finding the right helper for my business—they just didn’t grow on 
trees. We went through a succession of middle-aged old ladies who were either 
too full of aches and pains, too busy looking at soap operas on television to 
watch after the kids, or too full of old-fashioned ideas about rearing them to 
suit us. 

“Honestly,” Eleanor said finally, “I think I'll just give up everything and 
stay home with Donnie and Gloria before I'll let another soul come in this 
house.” 

But of course she didn’t mean a word of it. 

And then I looked around one day and there was Vera. I didn’t really pay 
too much attention to her at first, except to notice that she was cuter than, 
most of the teen-agers Eleanor had brought in. Yet, there seemed to be a 
little trace of cheapness about her. She had her hair dyed that funny blonde 
color and she wore a lot of eye makeup, and her skirt and sweater fitted like 
it was all her skin. 

“Well, hello,” I said when I walked in the house and saw her, and I couldn’t 
quite keep the surprise out of my voice. 

“Well, hello,” she said back, and what was in her voice wasn’t surprise. 

I stood there for a minute, trying to figure her out, and then Eleanor came 
flying out of the bedroom, dressed to the teeth. She looked pretty in a dazzling 
navy blue suit with a double strand of pearls around her neck and a little 
white hat on. My mouth suddenly felt very dry and I ran my tongue over 
my lips and wished she wasn’t going any place. 

“Oh, Vera, this is my husband, Frank.” Eleanor said. “You probably won’t 
see too much of him around here. Frank this is Vera. She’s the answer to all 
our problems. I'll tell you about it when I come back from the bridge party.” 

Well, that was that. In a couple of minutes she was gone and I was stand- 
ing there in the middle of the floor feeling like a fool because I knew Vera 
was just watching me, waiting for me to say something. 

After a minute I said: “What did my wife mean: (Continued on Page 73) 
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Nobody cared about me or 
what I did anymore. Why 
should I care what happened? 


Why not close my eyes and get 


myself in a stranger’s fiery kiss? 





—— 


- 














I iow 


x ie Pak co 





ae 0 


FELL IN LOVE with Ken Roper the first time I saw him. 

We were both just starting high school and I dropped 
a sheaf of notes in the hall and Ken picked them up. I started 
to thank him and found myself gazing into two dark, twin- 
kling eyes with matching smile. He was tall and his dark 
hair was crew-cut. He said: 

“I’m Ken Roper. Who are you, pretty thing?” 

“Kathy Harris,” I told him, like someone talking in their 
sleep. 

“Telephone number?” he demanded, whipping out a small 
book. 

I gave him my number. It was as simple as that. No 
build-up, no blind date. no introductions. He went his way 
and I went mine—and then | waited for days for my phone 
to ring. It rang all the time, and each time I answered with 
my heart doing a marathon, only to find some other boy or 
girl calling. 

Oh, I found out plenty about him. I learned that he was 
the school tennis champ and he played good basketball, too. 
I found out he lived in one of the best residential districts— 
and he had to keep girls away with a club. I kept seeing him 
in the halls and he always flashed that warm smile and said, 
“Hi.” But he never called and I’d been so ready to give him 


-Thelonged to only one boy in the world uns 
dont he didn’t sant me. What 





my number. Eager beaver—that was me. 

And then, just when I’d decided he had forgotten all about 
me. he called one night. We went to a movie with some other 
kids and out to Topper’s for hamburgers afterward. I’d done 
this with other boys but I’d never had such a wonderful time 
before. He kissed me goodnight—and I was lost. I had 
never dreamed a kiss could be like that. 

I dreamed through the following days, and then Ken 
showed up at a party with another girl! That was the pattern 
of living for me all though the next four years. He might as 
well have worn a sign proclaiming “Don’t fence me in!” 
And I may as well have worn one saying, “I belong to Ken 
Roper—if he ever wants to claim me.” 

There were times when we went steady for weeks. Times 
when he said he liked me better than any other girl. But 
graduation came and went and in the fall he was going west 
to college. My folk couldn’t afford to send me so I would 
go to work somewhere. My heart broke every time I thought 
of him going away to school and meeting a lot of new girls. 
And finally, a few days before he went, he took me to a 
drive-in. 

We didn’t even listen to the picture on the screen. Ken 
was telling me all about his plans for going away to school. 
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I listened with my heart heavy. I had a 
feeling that this might be the last time 
I'd ever have a date with him and it 
made me sick all over. There would be 
new girls for him to meet and to maybe 
fall in love with. For four years, I’d 
seen him pick me up and drop me and 
fool that I was, I'd had eyes for no one 
but him. Now, I was probably losing 
him for the last time. 

Finally he turned to me and said, 
“I’ve been doing all the talking, Kathy, 
and you haven’t said a word. Will you 
write to me when I go?” 

“Do you want me to?” | spoke over 
the lump in my throat. 

“That’s a silly question. You’re my 
girl, aren’t you?” 

Suddenly I was remembering some- 
thing I’d overheard at a school dance 
once. One girl asked another one, “Is 
Kathy Harris really Ken Roper’s girl?” 
And the other one laughed and answered 


flippantly, “If she is, someone should 
tell Ken. He doesn’t seem to know it.” 
I'd hurried away with flaming cheeks, 


only to find Ken dancing with another 
girl and smiling down at her in the same 
way he smiled at me. Now he was asking 
me if I were his girl. 1 drew in a sharp 
breath and asked: 

“] don’t know if I’m your girl, Ken. 
You’ve never given me any reason to 
think so.” 

He made an explosive sound. “Why, 
we've been going together all through 
high school, haven’t we? I’m going to 
miss you like the dickens and you know 
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it. I like you better than any girl I’ve 
He turned and smiled at 
me and then reached over and pulled me 
into his arms. 
tangy. The very touch of his lips sent 
my heart pounding like thunder. | kept 
thinking wildly, this might be the last 
kiss he’d ever give me and suddenly I 
was sobbing like a baby. 

“Oh, Ken,” I cried out, recklessly, “I 
don’t want you to just like me. I want 
you to love me as I love you. If I knew 
that you’d be coming back to me, it 
wouldn’t be so hard to see you go. But— 
I can’t be sure. There'll be new girls—” 

“T’ve always come back, haven’t I?” 
He laughed at me, softly. “I think I do 
love you, Kathy. But four years is a long 
time to be engaged so let’s not go off the 
deep end. But if I make a fraternity by 
Christmas, I’ll bring you home my pin 
to wear. That'll mean we're engaged to 
be engaged. Okay?” 

This time his kiss had sparks in it and 
I clung to him, my heart soaring. Maybe 
boys didn’t make extravagant speeches 
in real life like they did in stories. May- 
be Ken loved me as much as I loved him 
only he didn’t know how to say it. Okay, 
he didn’t have to spell it out for me. I 
was willing to wait four more years. 


ever known.” 


His kiss was cool, and 


O, AWAY he went three days later, 
and I began my long vigil. But I 
was happier than I’d ever been. Come 
Christmas, he’d be home and I would 
wear his pin. That was closer than I’d 
ever been to him. So, I went to work at 


If Ken had only told me in time, 
if he hadn’t made a secret of 
his love, maybe I wouldn’t have 


made a fool of myself that once 


the big restaurant every day where I was 
cashier, and cheerfully counted the days 
until Christmas. 

Mom eyed me closely one morning at 
breakfast as she poured my coffee. Her 
eyes looked tired. Dad hadn’t been feel- 
ing too well lately and so he lost a few 
days work every once in a while. Mom 
had taken a part time job at a nursery 
school to help out so it was no wonder 
the extra work and worry about Dad 
made her look tired. 

“Take it easy today, Mom,” I told her, 
smilingly. “Would the mortgage on this 
shabby old flat be foreclosed if you 
stayed home a day?” 

She shrugged. “I’m all right,” she 
said. “It’s you I’m thinking about. I 
thought when Ken left, you’d be moping 
around. Instead, you’re as shiny as your 
Dad’s blue serge. Are you as glad to 
see Ken go as I am?” 

I stared at her, surprised. “I thought 
you liked Ken, Mom,” I gasped. 

“Oh—I do. Only I don’t like to see 
you wasting your young life on a boy 
who isn’t in love with you. I don’t think 
he is, even if you are in love with him. 
It’s just no good, Kathy. Go out with 
other boys, child. You know the easiest 
way to get him out of your mind is to 
fill up your time thinking of someone 
else.” 

“T don’t want to forget him, Mom,” | 
told her, happily. “And he does love me. 
He’s going to give me his pin when he 

comes home Christmas. That’s almost 
like an engagement, you know.” 
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She looked surprised, this time. “Well, 
1 suppose I could be wrong,” she ad- 
mitted, slowly. “But—I wish you would 
not bank on him.” 

I brushed aside her warning and went 
right on banking on Ken. At first, his 
letters came fast and furious, then 
along in November they began to come 
irregularly. When I chided him gently, 
he wrote that he was terribly busy with 
studies and pledging, and I knew it must 
be hard to make a lot of adjustments. So, 
I was happy when a letter came and tried 
to be understanding when they didn’t. 

And then Christmas finally came on 
reluctant, lagging feet. As the day of his 
arrival drew nearer, my impatience 
mounted to almost a feverish pitch. I 
couldn’t sleep, I couldn’t eat. But the 
right day finally came—and Ken’s voice 
came over the wire, cheerful and gay. 

“Just got in,” he said. “Can I come 
over tonight, Kathy?” 

“You'd better,” I threatened, trem- 
bling all over. 

I wore a new pale blue jersey that 
night, and brushed my hair until it shone 
and dabbed My Sin perfume behind my 
ears. And when he came I stood speech- 
less with joy. He looked wonderful and 
he was even more handsome than I re- 
membered. Instantly, my eyes went to 
his lapel, searching for the tiny golden 
pin he should be wearing. He’d never 
told me if he’d made the fraternity or 
not. It wasn’t on his lapel and thinking 
he hadn’t made it, I hesitated to men- 
tion it. 

But after a lot of inconsequential talk 
about school and old friends, doubt be- 
gan to smolder inside of me. He had 
seemed glad to see me, but he hadn’t 
kissed me. There was something like a 
barrier between us, and even as he 
smiled at me his eyes were aloof. 

I felt fear clutching me like an icy 
hand. I drew in a deep breath and took 
my courage by the horns. I had to know 
if I was still his girl. I didn’t care about 
the pin, all I wanted was his assurance. 

“You—you aren’t wearing your pin,” 
I said, thickly. “Didn’t you make your 
grades for the fraternity, Ken?” 

Instantly he looked so uncomfortable 
I was sorry I’d asked. Then he flung 
back his shoulders and looked at me di- 
rectly. He said: 

“Kathy, you’ve always been the most 
understanding person I’ve ever known, 
and | hope you won’t—the fact is—I 
gave my pin to a girl at school. I hated 


telling you—I hope you won’t hate me—” 
He swallowed hard, then blurted out: “I 
love her, Kathy. I’ve never felt like this 
about any one before. When I’m with 
her—it’s like being drunk. Can you un- 
derstand that, Kathy?” 

My heart had staggered as each word 
pounded home. I’d lost him this time for 
good. And he was asking if I could un- 
derstand how it felt to love someone. I 
wanted to shout back at him, “What if 
she told you she loved someone else? 
Could you understand that, Ken?” But 
one pretends—all through life, in every 
crisis, one hides behind his own particu- 
lar mask so the world won’t invade one’s 
privacy of pain. So I managed, some- 
how, to pretend that it didn’t matter. 

I loved him but he didn’t love me. I'd 
known it, even if I’d refused to face it. 
Mom had known it, and as Ken’s dark 
eyes searched mine eagerly for under- 
standing, I was sure I hated him. What 
did this new girl have that I lacked? 
Why was she able to make him respond 
when I’d failed? Yes, I hated him for 
my lost years, for my long years yet 
ahead. But I smiled at him and lied 
through my teeth. 

“Congratulations, Ken,” I said, bright- 
ly. “That makes what I’ve hated telling 
you a bit easier. You see, I’ve found 
someone else, too. As a matter of fact, 
I’m expecting him soon, so if you don’t 
mind—” 

The relief on his face was one more 
blow. “Golly,” he breathed, “I’m a con- 
ceited chump, aren’t I. I thought—well, 
you are a swell kid, Kathy. I was so 
afraid I might hurt you and I didn’t want 


t ” 


“Don’t be ridiculous,” I snapped. “We 
grew up together and if I ever thought 
of you—put it down as puppy love. Now, 
run along. I’ve got a very important 
date.” 

After he’d gone, I raced for my room 
and slammed the door. I dissolved in a 
storm of sobbing that left me physically 
ill. In one breath I'd tell myself wildly 
that I hated him, and in the next, I’d be 
sobbing, “I love him, I love him. What 
am I going to do without even the hope 
of him coming back to me?” 


HAT I REALLY DID was go back 
to work as usual. When a girl has 
to work for a living, nothing short of 
death keeps her away from her job. 
Death? Who cared when a heart died? 


However, my low spirits must’ve been 


more noticeable than I knew, because 
finally a customer said, cheerfully, 
“Look, doll, if there’s any one you want 
eliminated, I’m your man!” 

I glanced up to find two bold black 
eyes laughing into mine. The man was 
about twenty-five. His teeth were as 
white as milk and his skin a deep, almost 
bronze-shade of tan. I stared at him un- 
emotionally. There wasn’t a day that 
some male customer didn’t try to get be- 
hind my barrier of polite indifference. 
This was just another one and I knew 
how to discourage him, too. I took his 
bill and rang up the sale, handing him 
his change. 

“Thank you,” I murmured, unsmil- 
ingly. 

“You're lovely,” he said, bluntly. 
“ve got a car and some money burning 
a hole in my pocket. We could have a 
wonderful evening after you get off work 
—if you would stop making like an icicle 
and tell me when and where to meet 
you.” His eyes danced impishly. 

I opened my lips to give him a crush- 
ing refusal when some jmpulse stayed 
my tongue. Why not? If I went home, 
Mom would ask a thousand questions 
and it would be a dull, dreary evening 
with more of them to follow. I'd lost 
Ken and who cared where I went or 
what I did? At least, this man looked 
as if he’d keep me from thinking, and 
hadn’t Mom said when you wanted to 
forget anyone you filled your mind with 
someone else? 

I closed my lips firmly, flung back my 
head defiantly and gave the man a 
straight look in the eyes. “I’m fed up 
with everything and if you guarantee to 
keep me from thinking—it’s a deal.” I 
could hardly believe that I, Kathy Har- 
ris, could be talking like that. But the ° 
man’s eyes glinted triumphantly as he 
answered swiftly, 

“If you do any thinking tonight, | 
promise you it will be about me. I'll 
pick you up out front—when?” 

“Six o'clock,” I told him and watched 
him stride away with a queer sensation. 
I couldn’t say if it was fear, excitement 
or a sense of wrong-doing. Maybe it was 
all three. Maybe by six o'clock I'd 
change my mind and slip out the back 
way. 

But the afternoon was long, cold and 
dreary and at six o'clock, I called Mom 
and told her I was on my way to a movie 
with one of the girls at the restaurant 
and would be (Continued on Page 65) 
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What can a woman do when she 
loves a no-good man? What 


can she do besides stick with 


him and love him and pray 


that somehow, soon, he'll change 


HE SADDEST PLACE IN THE WORLD is the visiting 

room of a prison. At least that’s the way I found it to be. 
Anybody who saw all the tears that are shed and heard snatches 
of the heart-breaking conversations and thought of all the an- 
guish and sorrow would agree with me. 

The prisoners in 12 tiny cubicles gaze out at their visitors, 
who speak over telephones wired to speakers in the cell. The 
visitors—mainly women, with an occasional man or two—press 
their faces against the thick glass window that separates them 
from their loved ones. 

The window is frustrating; you can look but not touch. And 
the women and girls strain up on tip-toe to get as close as pos- 
sible, and they raise their voices so their private messages are 
shouted to the world—“. . . don’t worry, Joe, I’ll stick by you” 
. . . I ean’t stand seeing you locked up like this, honey!”. . . 
“the lawyer says we don’t have a thing to worry about”. . . 
“Harry, the baby keeps asking about you. What’ll I do if she 
finds out where you really are?” 

It’s enough to break your heart—unless your heart is already 
torn to shreds because your own man is caged up like an animal 
and your arms are aching to hold him just once more, please 
God, and you’ll never ask for anything else. 

“Prison widows”—I guess that’s the perfect name for them, 
and I was one of them even though I was barely seventeen years 
old. We weren’t really widows, but it couldn’t have been any 
worse if our husbands were dead. 

I was the only person who stuck by Waco, partly because I 
loved him so and partly because, like him, I had no one else. 
I didn’t even have any parents; they’d split up when I was five 
years old and walked away without once looking back. So my 
grandmother took me in. She did the best she knew how for 
me—lI’ll give her credit for that—but she worked so hard and 
worried so much about getting ready to go to Heaven, she had 
no time for me. I grew up having just about everything all the 
other kids in my neighborhood had—everything except the one 
thing I needed and wanted most. 

I was starved for affection. I got little enough attention from 
Grandma those first years I lived with her, but when she grew 
too old to work and we went to live with first one of my aunts, 


























I was wrong about Waco, terribly wrong. 


I thought I could change him with my 


love. But it was like trying to cure 


a mad dog with a cool drink of water 


then another, it seemed I was completely overlooked. Sur- 
rounded as I was by a whole bunch of cousins, young and 
old, boys and girls, I was last in line for everything—in- 
cluding a warm hug or a kind word or even a smile of 
appreciation. 

| was so hungry for love it’s a miracle I escaped the fate 
of so many teen-aged girls I knew and heard about. They 
seemed to think nothing of giving themselves to a boy, 
without regard to the consequences. As a result, there were 
lots of teen marriages and quite a few cases of babies being 
born with a serious question about the identity of the 
fathers. 

In some ways, it was more than luck that kept me from 
giving in to boys. Because I was alone and lonely so much 
| spent my time dreaming. Dreaming of having lots of 
beautiful clothes, of having money to do whatever I wanted 
whenever I felt like it, and most of all, of having someone 
very special all my own. 

in my mind, | imagined exactly what the boy I could love 


would look like, how he would act, the way he would treat 
me—as if | were the only girl in the world. That’s why, 
when | met Waco that day in the park I knew almost from 


the very beginning that he was that special boy for me. 

He was good looking, but not in a “pretty” way, of aver- 
age height and he was older than I, almost 20. But he had 
a way of looking at me that sent chills up and down my 
back. He was leader of a bunch of guys, who weren’t ex- 


actly a gang, but who ran around together. 

Until | met Waco I traveled pretty much alone. I had a 
few girl friends at school, but I never had much to do with 
the kids around the neighborhood. Then, one day I was 
sitting alone on a park bench watching a baseball game. | 
didn’t see him until he was standing right next to me, look- 
ing down and saying, “Hey, girl. What’s happening?” 

“Everything’s cool,” I replied automatically, then looking 
up at him I suddenly had the feeling that something exciting 
was about to happen to me. 

“Crazy, baby!” he said, putting one foot on the bench 
and leaning close to me. “You know, I’ve been watching 
you ever since I made the scene. I told myself, now there’s 
a swingin’ chick.” 

I tried to keep the excitement from rising in my voice. 
“You think so?” I asked casually. 

He didn’t answer, but the way his eyes boldly roamed 
over me made me glad I’d worn my best outfit that day. | 
had on a pair of stretch tights—black, of course—and a 
pull-over sweater that hugged my curves in a way that made 
the boys stare as I passed by. Since I wasn’t very tall I tried 
to dress in a way that would make people notice me. Yet, 
when they did pay attention to me, I always drew away from 
them. 

But with Waco—as he introduced himself—it was differ- 
ent. Although the other boys showed a healthy respect for 
him, it was more a question of staying out of the way of his 
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ready fists rather than a liking for him. 
So he was as alone as I; only he was able 
to demand a certain loyalty from the 
kids. He said to me after a moment, 
“How about a game of handball?” 

I glanced over to the concrete hand- 
ball court in the center of the small park. 
It was in use. “Sure, why not?” 

We walked over to the handball 
court and Waco stuck out a hand and 
grabbed the ball as it bounced off the 
wall. The boy glanced at his partner, 
then yelled, “Hey! We've got this court. 
You’ve got to wait till our game is 
over!” 

Waco gave him a shove. “Okay, we'll 
hold down the court for you while you 
look for your ball,” he said, then he 
wound up and threw the ball over the 
fence into some bushes. The boy glared 
at us, but he took it. Waco and I played 
a couple of games and finally gave up the 
court when we got tired. 

Waco walked me home that day and 
after that he started coming around, 
meeting me outside school or at the cor- 
ner candy store where all the kids hung 
out. Neither one of us said anything 
about it, but we just got into the habit of 
seeing each other all the time and it 
wasn’t long before everybody knew we 
were going steady. 

As far as I was concerned it was 
enough for me just having Waco for a 
friend, just being with him and when 
we were apart, remembering the things 
we did together. But I’d been around 
enough to know that this was not enough 
for a boy. I was aware that a fellow ex- 
pected a girl to show how much she 
liked him, and that sometimes just kisses 
and sweet talk were not enough. A girl 
sometimes had to prove that she loved 
a boy. 

I can’t say I didn’t know I was doing 
wrong when I let Waco make love to me. 
I'd certainly had it preached to me often 
enough, that a girl should be good, that 
she should save herself for the man who 
could marry her. Before I met Waco, 
that was easy to do. But every time | 
would break away from his lingering 
goodnight kisses he’d grumble. “What're 
you holding out for, Josie?” he asked 
irritably one night. “You know how I 
feel about you, so why not?” 

I hid my face against his shoulder. 
“Please, Waco,” I said, “don’t ask me 
ee a 

We were on the roof of the building 
where I lived with my Aunt Mame and 


Uncle Joe. It was Saturday night and 
they were out making the rounds of the 
local bars, leaving me to baby sit with 
their kids. Once or twice Waco had 
come up to the apartment after the kids 
fell asleep and we'd have the living room 
all to ourselves. We'd usually start out 
watching TV, but end up in a petting ses- 
sion on the sofa. 

But this night it was so hot and stuffy 
inside that I quickly agreed when Waco 
suggested going up on the roof. There 
was an iron ladder in the third floor hall- 
way that led to a trap door in the roof. 
A short time later, we were stretched out 
on an old blanket, gazing up at the moon 
and stars. 

It was as if we were completely alone 
in the universe, for even the noise of the 
city couldn’t reach us there in our pri- 
vate world. I lay in Waco’s arms wish- 
ing we could soar away into the sky and 
find some place where everything was 
beautiful. Waco would get a job and 
we'd get married and live happily ever 
after. 

But my dreams were interrupted by 
Waco’s demanding kisses. For one pas- 
sion-filled moment I felt myself slipping. 
Then, somehow I found the strength to 
fight against the desire rising in me. 
Somehow, I resisted Waco’s arguments. 

“Okay, forget it!” he growled, shov- 
ing me away from him. “I thought you 
loved me, but I can see I was wrong.” 

“Are you mad?” I asked in a small 
voice. “Please don’t be mad at me, 
Waco.” 

He gave a short laugh. “Naw, I’m not 
mad at you, baby. I’m mad at myself for 
wasting my time on a dumb little chick 
who—” 

I jumped up and flung my arms 
around him. “No! Don’t leave me,” I 
cried. “I’ll do anything you say, only 
don’t leave me alone. I’ve got nobody 
but you, darling!” 

“You know the score, baby,” he said 
flatly, standing rigid in my embrace. 
“I’m not about to play games with you. 
I’m for real!” 

Tears welled up in my eyes as I real- 
ized that I would give in. I felt I couldn’t 
face losing him; I’d have nobody then. 
“All right,” I said, feeling my cheeks 
burning with shame. “Whatever you 
say, Waco...” 

He grabbed me to him. “Now you're 
talking!” he said. 

But I held him off. “Not tonight. I— 
well, the folk will be home any minute 


now. They’re late already.” 
“Then, when?” 
I hesitated. “Tomorrow night. And 
. well, not here,” I added, turning my 
face away. “I’d just die if somebody 
caught us.” 

Waco snapped his fingers. “I know! 
I'll get a car and then we can go any- 
where we want to,” he said. 

I knew he didn’t have a car and I was . 
pretty sure he didn’t know anyone who'd 
lend him one. Yet, he sounded so posi- 
tive about getting one . . . However, I 
was still too emotionally upset over what 
had almost happened up there on the 
roof to think much about Waco’s prom- 
ise about a car. I was relieved to be out 
of a situation I didn’t quite know how to 


handle. 


WAS STILL confused when I went 

to bed that night, wide awake on the 
fold-away cot in the living room. I kept 
telling myself that nothing mattered as 
long as we loved each other. But then 
I kept remembering things Grandma had 
said. I also recalled the time, shortly 
after I met Waco, when Aunt Mame re- 
fused to let me go outside. It meant I 
wouldn’t be able to see Waco that night. 

“What’s wrong with Josie?” Uncle 
Joe asked. 

“Don’t ask me,” Aunt Mame said. 
“Must be some boy or another’s got her 
kind of shook up.” 

“Well, going around with her mouth 
all poked out like that ain’t gonna help 
the situation!” he laughed. 

I ignored them, and when my aunt 
pressed me for an _ explanation, I 
snapped, “I was supposed to meet some- 
one tonight! Now he'll be wondering 
what happened to me.” 

“Ts that all!” Uncle Joe exploded. “I 
thought maybe there was some kind of 
trouble.” 

My aunt looked at me hard. “No, but 
there sure will be trouble if she starts 
fooling around with these no-good 
boys!” she said grimly. “She'll have a 
whole belly full of trouble!” 

“You don’t have to worry about that,” 
I assured her, feeling my cheeks burn. I 
turned away, hoping she’d drop the sub- 
ject. But Aunt Mame started off on her 
favorite lecture. She didn’t try to stop 
me from seeing fellows, but she never 
tired of warning me what would happen 
if I “got into trouble.” 

“TI promised Mama I'd look after you, 
since you were (Continued on Page 50) 
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frs. Inez White 


lares to the society which seeks to punish him 


... WE 
WANT 

HIM 
BACK’ 





PACKED, NOISY Baltimore Criminal courtroom, 
n December, a young, attractive Chicago woman led 
ier five children in brief prayer services before the 
yench. Then she quietly hustled them into an ante- 


tes later, two black-robed judges entered the court- 
| ordered resumption of a trial against a Chicago 

rged with murder in the death of his lover . . . a 
Chicago-Baltimore socialite. 

for this man the woman led her children in prayer; 
und. 

n years of marriage, blessed with five children, 
hich the husband worked two jobs to support them, 
ed an unbreakable bond around the family. Said 
lisplaying unshakable confidence as she arrived in 

e for the trial: 

| love him, and he loves me. I will always love him. 

ways been a good husband, a good provider. And 


A family offers its forgiveness 
to the husband and father who 
betrayed it and with a prayer 









he was a good father to his children.” 

This devotion of Mrs. Arnee Cummings to her 35-year-old 
husband, Arbie, seems to have grown steadily since their 
teens, when they first plighted their love for one another in 
high school. 

“T hope he will come out all right,” Mrs. Cummings said in 
a pre-trial interview. “If he does, I will take him back. The 
children and I want him home.” 

But Arbie, a handsome barber-hair stylist and welder, 
won’t be coming home. At least not now. And this is the 
reason why: 

On July 30, 1959, attractive Mrs. Inez Ferrell White, well- 
known Chicago and Baltimore socialite visiting relatives in 
her native Baltimore, drove to Cherry Hill, a fashionable 
shopping plaza. It was a warm, sunny day and Mrs. White 
wore a two-piece, white, short-shorts set. She carried several 
young relatives along for the ride. 

Cummings, who arrived from Chicago the day preceding, 

















Vowing to stand behind her husband, Mrs. Arnee Cummings (c 








walt 


with handbag) attends murder trial with three sons (1l.) and 


daughter (r.). Her fifth child remained at home. With her are a friend. Mrs. lrene Hallett (3d from r.), and her husband’s brother, 


Arbie Cummings. 


followed Mrs. White to the plaza and talked with her. after 
she parked the station wagon she drove and joined him in 
his Cadillac. No one knows what the couple discussed. Per- 
haps it was that originally they were supposed to have vaca- 
tioned together. But Mrs. White had come to Baltimore 
without him. He followed in his own car some days later. 

They talked. After a few moments. Mrs. White left Cum- 
mings’ vehicle, returned to the station wagon. He called her 
again. A policeman standing in the vicinity recalled the 
striking appearance of the woman walking across the nearly- 
filled parking lot. 

As she stood outside Cummings’ car, witnesses, including 
the cop. heard the sharp repeat of an automatic pistol—saw 
Mrs. White crumple. Before witnesses could rally to her aid. 
Cummings jumped out of his auto, fired six more shots into 
the bleeding body of Mrs. White sprawled on the pavement. 
Horrified on-lookers froze in their tracks. 


“Everything went black.” Cummings testified in court. “I 


panicked. When I came to myself it was like coming out of 
a cloud. My hands were trembling. My vision cleared. and 
I saw her on the ground. 

“T said, ‘Oh, my God! What happened?’ She was just 
lying there and I wanted to help her.” 

Mrs. White was pronounced dead on arrival at South 
Baltimore General Hospital. Death was attributed to multiple 
gunshot wounds, including a severed spinal cord and hemor- 
rhages. 

One bullet entered her back, another entered the chest. 
a third pierced the lower left back above the hip, another 
punctured the left cheek. another entered the left forearm 
and then through the body, a sixth pierced the right leg, and 
the seventh entered the rear of the left shoulder. 

Three hours and 27 minutes of testimony by Cummings 
failed to save him from conviction. 

During his testimony, he told the two-man court of a 
near-seven-year relationship with Mrs. White. He said that 
39 


























Glamorous—Instantly wonderful 


HAIR-DO’S .::. 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...at a price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You have cheice of shades; soe, Gum, dark-brown. 






















BOB WIG—1460 
Miss Personality 
Attractive. Part 


CONTE. Italian 


cut WIG 6000. GLAMOUR. Clus- 
either side Very smart. Nat- ter curl. Covers 
center, 24.5 vrallooking entire head. 
Mixed grey 29.50 part. . . 29.75 Made extra 
Mixed arey 34.95 heavy. .... 10.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 





Braided Side Puffs CHIGNON. Lorge 
No. 106. Two at- 251 Has nylon 
tractive clusters 
ural lookingport. ot the price of "et. Only 2.75 
Covers entire one, . 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head. 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do's. 


FRE Write today fer 48 page HUMANIA 


Half Wig. 3105 
Has curled bang 
in front of nat 


booklet, a colorful collection of new 
hair styles. 


HUMANA HAIR CO 


DEPT. 1-7 303 Fourth Ave.. New York 10, 


POEMS 


Wanted Te Be Set To Music 
* by America’s Largest Song Studio. 
# Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
+ Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 


‘With God 


All Things are Possible!’’ 


Are you facing difficult problems? Peer Health? Meney 
er Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Leve or — 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness. 

in Life? If you have any of these 





and ‘‘Geed Fortune’ 


Problems or others like them, dear friend, then here 
is wonderful NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious new hap- 


piness and joy. Just elip this message now and mail with 
your name, address and 25¢ to cover postage and handling. 
We will rush this wonderful 
NEW MESSAGE OF PRAYER 
and Faith te you by Return 
Mail, absolutely FREE! We 
will also send you this FREE 
GOLDEN CROSS for yeu te 
keep and treasure! : 
Life-Study Fellowship 
BOX 5207, NOROTON, CONN. 


FREE 


GOLDEN 
CROSS 






GET YOUR MAN 
and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 


Appeal so powerful that poo 
bad women can keep 

men while good sire go 
without. 

HOW ro WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains confidential advice that a great Love and Marriage 
» thousands of women—all reduced to a 





cxpert has gi 
simple set an easy formula that you can learn to 
use to WIN YOU R MAN. 10-DAY TRIAL—Just send 
your name and address today and on delivery deposit only 


$2 plus postage with your postman. (Or send $2 with order 
to save C.0.D. and postage. Use for 10 days. I positively 
peng od iat you will be more than delighted or 
LARCH, “T18 E 28 St., Dep?. 416-D, New York 16 
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‘WE WANT 
HIM BACK’ 


they took vacations together, travelling 
to Canada, to St. Louis and to Baltimore. 
The lovers bought each other gifts, ren- 
dezvoused in various spots around Chi- 
cago, and, generally, spent most of their 
time in each other’s company. 

Said Cummings on direct question- 
ing: 

Q.—When did you meet Mrs. White? 

A.—I met Mrs. Inez White approxi- 
mately six or seven years ago, through 
friends at a dance. 

Q.—And you became friends? 

A.—Oh, yes, yes. 

Q.—How long did this relationship 
continue? 

A.—For six or seven years. 

Q.—And for six or seven years you 
still supported your wife? 

A.—I always took care of my family. 
always. 

Q.—Was your relationship with Mrs. 
White known to your wife? 

A.—Well, I think my wife felt that 
way. She would question me about calls. 

Q.—She said you denied it. Did you? 

A.—Yes, I denied it . . . 

Cummings told the court that Mrs. 
White’s husband, Sammy, who worked 
at an auto plant where Cummings was 
employed, knew of the relationship, and 
that his wife suspected the relationship. 

Mrs. Cummings, also a beautician, had 
styled Mrs. White’s hair in her home, she 
said. She met Mrs. White several years 
ago. “I had suspected her through the 
years,” Mrs. Cummings told the court. 
“She used to call my house and make 
appointments (with my husband) for 
her hair. I knew it was an excuse.” 

Speaking of her husband, she recalled: 
“When he went on a vacation, he said 
he was alone. I knew when he was on a 
trip. He left us money and well pro- 
vided for. And he always came back.” 

Said the defense attorney of the rela- 
tionship: 

“It was more than an eternal triangle. 
It was more an external quadrangle.” He 
referred to the fact that both families 
knew of the relationship. 


Reconstructing the events leading to 
the fatal shooting, the attorney said: 

“When she got in her car, he called 
and asked what road to take to get out 
of there. She said ask a policeman. And 
for some reason unknown to Cummings, 
she got out of her car and walked back 
to his car and they started talking again. 

“He alighted from his car and she was 
standing with her back to the open door. 
The gun was under a pillow on the seat. 
He said, ‘If that’s what you want, I’m 
through.’ 

“Then,” the attorney continued, “she 
reached for the gun and he reached for 
it simultaneously. That’s what triggered 
this man off. He had no conscious 
knowledge of firing the gun. It was all 
a nightmare to him. The next thing he 
remembered was bending over her 
body.” 

The prosecuting attorney produced 
ten-year-old John Spencer Jr., a nephew 
of Mrs. White who accompanied the 
woman to the plaza, as a witness. 

Young Spencer said that after his aunt 
talked with Cummings, “she came back 
and started the car and the man called 
her back and said, ‘Show me the way, 
show me the way.’ She went back and 
the man shot a bullet through the win- 
dow . . . (of his car) first, then got out 
and kept firing. She was falling when he 
got out of the car. She fell to the back. 
I didn’t see much after that. I ducked 
down in the car.” 

The youngster’s father, seatéd in a 
front-row seat in the courtroom, wept 
as his son testified. As he was carried 
from the courtroom, the father said, 
softly, “That’s my boy. That’s my boy.” 

The father turned and reached back as 
if to pull his young son from the stand. 
Helplessly, he repeated, “That’s my boy. 
That’s my boy.” 

Patrolman Fred Nitch, who aided in 
the arrest of Cummings, testified that 
Cummings said: “I might go to jail, but 
I’m glad I did it,” in answer to why he 
had shot Mrs. White. “I asked him 
again,” Nitch (Continued on Page 72) 














O GIVE MOM A BREAK from kitchen duties and to 

entertain the family in a different way, pack up the “mak- 
ings” for dinner and head for the open spaces. A picnic, 
whether planned in advance or prompted by azure skies, is 
one of the best ways to relax and enjoy a summer's day. 
Throughout the summer thousands of families will be pack- 
ing lunch baskets and enjoying meals out of doors along the 
shores of lakes, at famous camping sites or out in the back 
yard. 

As chief of the refreshment crew, Mom can save time and 
extra work by including foods that require little preparation. 
Perhaps a bit of advance planning can make your meal be- 
neath the skies go smoother and more pleasant. 

All-time favorites such as frankfurters and buns are easy 











to carry and a special treat for the children. Mouth-watering 
and different are picnic kabobs. Marinated vegetables (pre- 
cooked potatoes, onions, tomatoes, and mushrooms) are al- 
ternated on kabob sticks with bite-size pieces of meat. such 
as hotdogs, beef or chicken liver. They can be eaten “on the 
stick” or placed between buttered buns for a quick and easy 
meal-in-a-minute. 

Picnics are no fun if they require a lot of cleaning up after- 
wards. The call of the kitchen can be ignored and Mom 
can yield to the temptation to relax and enjoy the fun if 
paper containers are included in the picnic basket. With the 
use of paper service, extra dishes are eliminated and more 
space is left for food. Today’s paper containers are pretty 
and practical for days when the family “eats out.” 








Mi [ON THE word “picnic” and 
thinks of cook-outs in the 
barbeques in California or 
cool river banks. After a 


J 


f formally sitting indoors at 
tabl fun to let yourself go and 
formality of eating outdoors. 
in interesting picnic lunch 
knowledge of family favorites 
ind tl rage to introduce a surprise 
basket. Make your cook- 
citing than hotdog and po- 
tato cl acks, for nothing is more 
: to partake of a delightfully 

it when vou eat out. 
cial check on picnic equip- 
that nothing is left behind 
freedom of outdoor living. 





Pick-A-Sandwich Loaf 
It’s easy to make a variety of sandwiches 
using fillings of ham, tuna, chicken and 
cheese. Use sliced enriched bread and 
spread sides with softened butter. Put sand- 
wiches together to form a loaf and slice 
down the middle. Wrap loaf in aluminum 
foil and heat 20-25 minutes in 425° oven. 





Cheezy-Crunch Potato Salad 
Potato salad, always an old-time picnic fa- 
vorite, has gone modern. The flavor change 
is subtle and therefore more delicious, and 
it keeps you wondering what the secret in- 
gredient is. With the second bite the secret 
is out and the delicate hint of cheese is 
recognized. Most important, this addition 
is easy and economical with crumbled 
cheese crackers. 
























SETA Lae ee 








ry 





“Cheez-It” Salmon Salad Blueberry Cake 
A delicious new recipe for salmon salad combines salmon with may- Blueberry cake, made at home the day before, can be another 
onnaise, celery and onion, and a special ingredient—finely crushed shortcut to picnic fun. Just take the cake to the picnic in the 
cheese crackers. It’s a perfect, “packable” picnic salad. The crack- pan in which it’s baked. If it is a foil pan, so much the better. 
ers impart a subtle flavor of cheese and give additional body to the Just throw it away when it is empty. Our cake recipe makes 
salad. Serve with celery sticks, pickles and sliced tomatoes. 9 to 12 servings, and the cake may be frosted if so desired. 


Fritos Jumbo Cheeseburgers 
Picnics are not the same without ham- 
burgers especially when they are dressed 
up with fancy trimmings. The “secret” in- 
gredient in Frito cheeseburgers is a combi- 
nation of finely crushed corn chips, tomato 
juice and American cheese. Shaped into 
man-sized burgers that can be cut into neat 
wedges, they are sure to be a crowd-pleaser 
when accompanied with extra corn chips 

and a tasty garnish. 











{n outfit for active sports is a man tailored 
orange shirt and white jamaican pants made of 
loth. Jacket-like shirt can be worn casually 
nside or out. Playclothes are by Koret of 

nia. Shirt, about $5; Pants, about $8. 








Playtime 
Playclothes | 


LIRTATIOUS, GAY and irresistible is the formula for summer 
playclothes. During warm weather they become the important 
pivots of a wardrobe and should be planned and bought with 
great care. The most popular gad-about outfit is neatly fitted 
pants, long or short, worn with a bright colored blouse. 
Individuality is the keynote in play-for-fun clothes, and “per- 
sonality pieces” of dazzling brightness can give an extra spark 
to summer activities. Playclothes should be comfortable, neat and 
attractive. Tightly fitted clothes prevent the free circulation of 
cooling air, and fabrics that “breathe” such as cottons. linen and 
sail cloth are fine summer choices. TAn’s stuffed toy is by Steiff. 











Play outfit of colorful polished 

cotton has tiny jacket, pleated 

skirt and brie} shorts, by Koret of 
California. About $20. 
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Midriff jacket has gold side buttons. 

Matching shorts and skirt complete the 

three-piece outfit of polished cotton, by 
Koret of California. About $20. 





Perfect for warm weather beach 
parties and patio barbecues is a 
one-piece playsuit of striped cot- 
ton with twin fish appliques. Suit 
has a tiny spaghetti sash that ties 
in front, by J. House, about $20. 


Black polished cotton Bermuda 
shorts are topped with a crisp 
white overblouse decorated with 
buttoned red and black tabs. Em- 
broidered white dacron blouse is 
worn with white shorts. Outfits by 
MacShore. About $15 each. 
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HA the lush, tropical country of 

extraordinary scenic views, is 
equally famous for its land of beautiful 
women. As every vanity-conscious wom- 
an knows, an important part of her good 
grooming program is lovely hair, and 
Haitian women consider glowing, shin- 
ing locks an asset to their nationally 
known attractiveness. 

The perfect hair style can make you 
feel more radiant, look softer and 
younger, and enjoy, to a greater degree, 
the “priviledges” of being feminine. 
With this in mind countless hours of 
work are put into making beautiful wom- 
en more attractive and plain women 
more interesting looking. 

Head flattering coifs are important in 
Haiti because few women wear hats in 
this tropical climate. Hair styles reflect 
this, in that they are more decorative 
but at the same time flexible and easy 
to manage. Hair lengths vary from boy- 
ish-short to full-swinging neck length. 
Underneath the most lighthearted coifs 
rests a firm foundation; the skilled 
shaping and styling that tells the dif- 
ference between a good or bad hairdo. 

Keeping this in mind, pretty, viva- 
cious Adurey Brake, upon finishing 
beauty school in New York, took her 
skills to Haiti. There she enjoys the fun 
of putting her expert craftsmanship to 
work, as she studies her patrons care- 
fully and “outfits” each one with an in- 
dividual hairdo that brings out their 
best qualities. 


Side view of Haitian hairdo shows that 
hair is combed into a soft page boy with 
the sophisticated air of a sleek Parisian 
coif. Hair is shoulder length. 






“Stingy bangs” are slight wisps of hair Back view shows to advantage the swing- 
that are worn flat against the forehead. ing fullness of a rolled page boy. The 
Soft pompadour is short and fluffy with loosely curled bouffant look is achieved 
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For a soft, loose curl, hair is put up on rollers, and bangs are taped to the forehead. A 
net is placed over the hair and the patron is ready for the dryer. Miss Brake prefers 


the use of warm over hot air because of the temperature in Haiti. 














side waves to balance ‘the bangs. through use of large rollers. 

















A monthly romance maga- 
zine that brings the every- 
day drama of love, marriage 
and emotional conflicts to 


your front door. 


TAN also contains a won- 
derful Home Service section 
giving you the how-to-do-it 
information on Beauty— 
Food—Haircare and tips for 
young mothers. 


Why not enjoy TAN for a 
full year at the special in- 
troductory offer of only 
$2.00. Copies will be deliv- 
ered to your-door by mail. 





This offer limited—ACT NOW! 
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Child Care: 





Swimming Safety 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


HE HOT DAYS of summer and the 

resulting rush to the beaches and 
pools bring up the question of swimming 
and water safety. 

Each summer countless families are 
saddened by the needless deaths of be- 
loved children who are drowned because 
they had not been taught the basic rules 
of water safety, which are to learn to 
swim and to respect the water. 

Swimming is a basic skill in which 
all physically able children should re- 
ceive instruction. For this they need a 
teacher, and in almost every community 
the local Red Cross conducts swimming 
classes for beginning students. In addi- 
tion to the Red Cross, the beginner can 
get instruction in swimming in school 
classes, the YMCA’s and the park sys- 
tems and playgrounds which have pools. 

Children can learn to swim before they 
can walk, so if possible, they should be 
taught by the time they are eight or nine 
years old. However, the age at which 
swimming instruction should begin de- 
pends upon the individual child, his de- 
velopment and previous conditioning 
where water is concerned. To a child 
who has never known anything larger 
than a bathtub, a swimming pool can 
be alarming. A child should never be 
forced to act braver than he feels. Each 
step in his development should be taken 
at his own pace. 

Once he feels secure in the water and 
has mastered the technique of swimming, 
then he should be reminded of these do’s 
and don’ts. 

1. Don’t swim alone. 

2. Don’t wade, swim or dive in dan- 

gerous or unfamiliar waters. 

3. Do wait two hours after eating to 

avoid possible stomach cramps. 


4. If overheated, Do stay out of the 
water. 

5. If chilled, Do get out of the water. 

6. Don’t be a showoff. 

7. Don’t fight the water. 

8. Don’t jump in after a swimmer in 


distress unless you are a trained 
lifesaver. 
9. Do listen to the lifeguard. 
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LIFE'S 
LITTLE 


N CINCINNATI, OHIO, given a tip that a 15-year-old boy sought by police was 

at home, patrolman Bradley Mathis rushed to the boy’s house, found a note 

pinned to the screen door and reading: “Sorry. Too late. I’m gone. The same cat 
that tipped you off tipped me, too.” 


* 2 * * 





In Montgomery, Ala., Ellen King was set free although guilty of drunken driving 
after it was discovered no local laws covered drunken driving of cart pulled by a 


mule. 
_ — * * 


In Detroit, Mich., defending a woman accused of having offered her favors on 
a business basis to a plainclothes policeman, Atty. Lawrence W. Massey explained: 
“My client may have thought the man was lost and was trying to help him.” 


* * * * 


In Chattanooga, Tenn., the Rev. Dr. William G. West concluded that nothing 
was safe from burglars after thieves stole his baptismal suit. 


* * * * 


In Los Angeles, Calif., the Church of the Open Door offered a sermon likely to 
attract beatnik attendance. The theme: “Man, It’s The Most.” 


* * * * 


In St. Louis, Mo., police were keeping a sharp eye out for anybody who suddenly 
went into the chicken-plucking business after a thief stole a $1,000 de-feathering 
machine from a meat and poultry store. 

In Chicago, Ill., because cash is forbidden to prisoners, county jail warden Jack 


Johnson removed $5 from a letter sent to an inmate, passed the letter on with the 
attached note: “You have just contributed $5 to the Prisoners’ Welfare Fund.” 


« * * * 


In Xenia, Ohio, Rex Lumpkin and Paul Bradfield turned over the results of a 
fishing expedition to sheriff’s deputies. The catch: three pairs of men’s work trou- 
sers, one sweatshirt, one scarf, two pairs of pedal pushers, one brassiere. 


* a oe * 


In Beaufort, S. C., theater-goer John W. Newkirk watched previews of the movie 
The Ten Commandments, suddenly leaped from his seat shouting: “Jesus, here I 
come . . . if birds can fly, I can too,” sailed over a balcony railing and dropped 
15 feet into the lap of Mrs. Bessie Gatlin, apologized later: “The spirit moved me.” 


* * * * 


In Detroit, Mich., a barber shop window displayed the sign: “We repair $1, $1.25 
and $1.50 haircuts here for $1.75. 
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Prison Widow 


(Continued from Page 37) 


my sister Mary’s only child,” Aunt Mame 
said, “but the day you start letting these 
bums around here have their way with you 
is the day you leave this house! Don’t you 
ever forget that, young lady!” 


There was nothing to do but let her 
rave. There’d be no point in trying to 
explain how Waco and I felt about each 
other. So while Uncle Joe sat there gulp- 
ing beer and Aunt Mame ran off at the 
mouth, I fastened my thoughts on the only 
person in the world I cared about. 

But as I lay there on the cot that night 
I realized that no matter how much I loved 
Waco, I couldn’t go against everything 
Grandma had taught me and what Aunt 
Mame constantly preached. Yet, I wanted 
to be with Waco. I wanted to make him 
happy. 

The solution came to me in a flash and 
was so wonderful I held my breath, afraid 
that even my breathing would disturb the 
beautiful dream and it would vanish. 
We’d get married! Yes, that was it. The 
more I thought of it, the more positive I 
was that Waco would agree. We'd always 
be together then. 

Much to the surprise of everyone—ex- 
cept me—Waco married me. Looking back, 
I know now how lucky I was. He might 
easily have walked away and found him- 
self another girl, or worse, pleaded with 
me until my resistance wore down. But 
when I told him the next night that I just 
couldn’t go through with it, he sulked a 
while, but finally agreed. 

True to her word, Aunt Mame asked me 
to move even before we actually got mar- 
ried. So I went to live with Waco’s fam- 
ily, even though they had no more room 
than my uncle and aunt. By shifting 
around, though, a week later Waco and I 
were in one of the bedrooms there, and we 
began married life. 

I can’t begin to describe my happiness. 
For the first time in my life I felt loved 
and protected and each night I prayed that 
nothing would happen to spoil the para- 
dise I was living in. 

“Paradise? Hell is more like it, baby! 
Waco grumbled one evening as we lay on 
our bed, too exhausted by the summer heat 
to move. “Hell—this dump not only looks 
like it, but it’s just as hot!” 

“But it’s our home, darling,” I said hap- 
pily. “This one little room is all ours. We 
can be alone in here. I’m your wife now. 
I can take care of you and no one can 
make me baby sit or stay in the house. 
To me, that’s paradise.” 

He merely grunted and reached for the 
beer bottle on the floor beside the bed. It 
was empty. “Damn!” Waco rolled over 
and got to his feet. “I’m going out and get 


” 


another bottle of brew,” he announced. 
“Got to cool off some way.” 

“Hurry back, darling,” I said drowsily. 

“What else is there for me to do?” Waco 
growled, shrugging on his shirt. “Cruise 
along River Drive in my Caddy converti- 
ble?” He snapped his fingers. “Hey! 
That’s an idea!” 

“What, darling?” I mumbled. 

“Skip it. See you later, baby,” he said, 
going out the door. 

“Hurry back .. .” 


T WAS ALMOST MIDNIGHT when I 
woke up and saw Waco was not home. 
He’d been gone three hours. Suddenly | 
sat up, fear clutching at my heart. Some. 
thing had happened to him! Something 
terrible! I jumped out of bed and pulled 
on my clothes, then ran downstairs. I sat 
down on the stoop to wait for Waco. 


I was getting more and more upset 
when I noticed Buddy, one of Waco’s 
friends, trotting towards me. He wasn’t 
running fast, but neither was he wasting 
time in any one spot. It seemed that he 
didn’t want to attract any attention. He 
paused for a moment when he reached me. 

“Hi, Josie,” he said, slightly out of 
breath. “Heard what happened to Waco 
and them? They got busted!” 

I stared at him, my heart beating 
wildly. “When? Where?” I demanded, 
grabbing his arm. 

“Cops stopped them over at Main and 
Fourth Street just now, asked to see the 
papers for the car.” He shrugged and 
spread his hands. “They almost got me— 
would have, only I'd just gotten out of the 
car to go get some beer for us to drink 
while we were riding around.” 

I stood there clutching Buddy’s arm, 
pleading for him to tell me in more detail 
what had happened. But he moved away. 
“Later,” he said, glancing over his shoul- 
der. “I’m splitting the scene before the 
fuzz nabs me too!” I sat there a long time 
after he vanished around the corner, too 
numbed to move. I had the awful feeling 
that I would never see Waco again. that 
they’d drag him off to jail without giving 
me a chance to tell him again how much | 
loved him. 

After the first shock wore off, I was con- 
sumed by bitterness. It seemed that the 
whole world had ganged up on Waco and 
me, snatching away the little bit of happi- 
ness we had managed to find. 

The trial, the sentencing, passed as in 
a dream. When it was over and they took 
Waco away to serve six months in county 
jail, all I could think of was the sad fact 
that after being a bride barely two weeks, 
I was now a widow. 





Ee ee 

















<— Fs 


‘\e 
a 


ee 








ser 











namcapantns = 


esa nS ee aE ns Beate ee 
| Mén /Send for This Money. 
4 Making Outfit FREE / 






















See How Easy 
It Is to Make 
2$3Q% 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 


in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $30.00 in a day? Then mail 
oS ee ee the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 


Add to Your 
Profits with 


FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 

sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 

Tailored Suits | and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
for Ladies! | fellow-workers. Every man prefers. better-fitting, 
you om add many |_ better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when 
igs by taking orders | you show the many beautiful, high quality fab- 
| rics—mention_the low_prices for made-to-measure fit 

| and style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you 


or our beautifully- 
styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure 


suits and skirts for | take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit 
women. Many  hus- in advance on every order, and build up fine perma- 
bands sell suits to | z . 
men, their wives sell | nent income for yourself in spare or full time. 
suits and skirts to 

. and the 
can too! Outfit con- 


tains Styles, prices. | It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
tions. need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
<< — — — —- ‘ simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send you 
this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics 
and everything else you need to start. You’ll say this is the 
YOUR OWN SUITS greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush the coupon 
today! 


WITHOUT 1¢ COST! PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. H-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


women | 

profits roll in! You ) No Experience Needed 
| 
| 








Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 


ing 1c—in addition to your big cash t ns 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do i PROGRESS TAILORING co., Dept. H-364 ! 
We start you on the road to making 7 % ; L 
big money, but we also make it b 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill i 
oney for you to get your own , Dear Sir: | 
clothes without paying one penny. . 
No wonder thousands of men write I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 1 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. | WEAR AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush i 

P 1 Details, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with , 

Just Mail Coupon j actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
You don’t invest a F moe | - poe I 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, i ee ee ee eee AGS occcvcces 
or for your own suit under our re- : 
markable plan. So do as other men I ! 
have done—mail the coupon now. i PO Perr rT ee ee Se 
—s send a penny. Just send us i i 
the coupon. 
, ee he State .cccccccscece é 


























It was ten days after the trial before I 
got a chance to see Waco. T'll never forget 
my first visit to the jail. From the outside. 
our county jail doesn’t look like such a bad 
place at all. In fact. it’s located right across 
the street from a high school and appears 
to be part of it. The administration build- 


ing is a low. one-story affair, fronted by a 
broad lawn and trees and flowers. Unless 
you look closely, you don’t even notice 
the taller building with tiny barred win- 
dows that nestles behind it. 

But once inside the modernistic glass- 


ind-chrome doors. the full impact of what 
it is hits you. Right opposite the entrance 
was—I! learned later—the heavy iron door 
that led to the cells and visiting rooms. To 
the left was a counter with two uniformed 
cuards sitting behind it. On benches in 
the lobby were visitors waiting to see the 
inmates 
Hesitantly, I walked up to the counter. 
Yeah?” growled the guard, without even 
looking up. 
’d—I’d like to see someone here.” I 
faltered 
Name?” 
Josie Mills.” 
He glanced up. “The prisoner’s name.” 
‘Oh! His name is Waco—that is, Eddie 
Mill 
[he guard grunted and looked into a 
ill ecard file. Taking out one of the 
irds. he asked me. “Who are you? His 
sister 7 
That was a laugh! Waco’s sister, Ida. 
whole family had put him down 
vhen the trouble started. None of them 
at the trial and they didn’t intend to 


ind his 


t him 
I’m his wife,” I said proudly. 

[ was told to take a seat and wait until 
hey got Waco for me. Ignoring the 
slances of the other visitors—I heard one 

in say, “Poor girl, she’s just a child!” 

[ sat down and took out a cigarette. 

Light?” 

[ saw a flaming match near the tip of my 
igarette. I inhaled deeply and settled 
back. “Thank you,” I said automatically. 
t was a long time before I got up courage 
nough to look around me. I felt so alone 
ind frightened in the strange, cold sur- 

dings. But no one seemed to be pay- 
iny attention to me; they all seemed 
rapped up in their own private thoughts. 

Finally, my glance fell on a young man 
leaning against the wall. I remember won- 
dering what such a nice-looking fellow was 
loing in such a place. He wasn’t good- 

king like Waco, but he had a nice 
friendly face. His clothes were neat and 
more conservative than those worn by the 
I knew. I thought I detected a trace 

f sadness deep in his eyes when our 
giances met. 

He smiled and gave a little nod and I 
knew immediately he had been the one 
who offered me a light. But 1 was too in- 


tent on the role [ was playing to respond. 
Not only that. at that very moment the 
guard yelled out. “Josie Mills!” 

It came so suddenly and unexpectedly I 
was in a panic. I couldn’t even stand up. 
The guard called out again and the young 
fellow came over and said to me, “That’s 
you, isn’t it. Miss?” 

With an effort. I jumped to my feet and 
hurried over. A short time later. I was 
standing in front of the big iron grill that 
led to the back. The voung man Id no- 
ticed earlier and several other people were 
in the group. There was a soft whirr and 
the iron door slid slowly open. I followed 
the others into a small passageway. At the 
other end was an iron door like the one 
we'd just come through. 

The door behind us slid shut and the 
door in front opened. It closed behind us 
and it was like being cut off from the rest 
of the world. Worse than that was the sud- 
den fear that I would never get out again. 
I was beginning to learn something about 
what it was like being in jail. 





To You 


You will be every song | sing, 

Though I may never speak 
your name. 

You will be spring. and waking 
earth, 

You will be dusk, and candle 
flame. 


You will be every prayer I make. 

You will be every love I give. 

You, who had once so little 
time, 

Shall share all beauty. 


while I live. 


—Margaret Wayt DeBolt 





His laugh was not pretty. “You sound 
like the Boy Scout!” he sneered. 

“Who?” 

He nodded his head toward the left. 1 
looked, and there was the boy I'd been 
talking to. He was talking to someone in 
the next booth. “That’s the kid brother of 
a good buddy of mine in here,” Waco ex- 
plained. “He’s a real square. One of those 
mama’s boys.” 

We talked for about 20 minutes and 
when it was time for me to go there was 
still a lot we hadn’t said to each other. I 
cried when the sound was suddenly cut off 
the telephones and I saw a guard lead 
Waco away. 

We walked silently down a long corri- 
dor, turned and entered a long, narrow 


room. One wall had a row of windows. 
heavily barred. Opposite was the row of 
12 thick plate glass windows, each with a 
wall telephone beside it. Some of the win- 
dows were vacant, but at others there were 
people talking to the inmate inside. 

I didn’t know quite what to do. Some of 
the women I'd come in with rushed up to 
vacant windows, laid their purses on the 
ledge underneath. and picked up the tele- 
phones. But I didn’t see Waco in any of 
the windows. 

“Take one of the vacant spots and then 
wait.” 

I recognized the voice of the friendly 
young man. This time T returned his smile. 
“This is my first time,” I said. “I feel so 
stupid.” 

“You'll get used to it,” he said. A mo- 
ment later his face became grim. “No. 
you never get used to it!” he said. “The 
bars—the guards—being locked up!” 

His sudden outburst startled me. “Don’t 
mind me,” he apologized a bit later. “This 
place gets me down. I’ve been here so 
many times .. .” 

Just then, Waco’s face appeared at one 
of the windows. I rushed over and picked 
up the telephone. “Hi, baby.” Waco’s voice 
sounded strange and far away. 

“Oh, Waco—darling!” I sniffled, dab- 
bing at my eyes with a tissue. 

“Hey, cut the waterworks, baby!” he 
said. 

“IT—I can’t help it. I’m so happy to see 
you ... and so sad at the same time. See- 
ing you like this—in there—” 

“Aw, it’s not so bad.” Waco told me. “A 
bunch of swinging cats up here.” 

I was horrified at the tone of admira- 
tion in his voice. “But they’re criminals, 
honey!” I said. 


SOON LEARNED that the visiting 

room was the saddest place in the 
world. Each time I went there I heard or 
saw a bit of the drama that the women 
folk of the prisoners live through. And 
seeing the weeping wives and the praying 
mothers. [ couldn’t understand how any 
man would deliberately break the law 
knowing the heartbreak and hardship it 
could cause the ones who loved him. 

Waco insisted that he and all the others 
were in jail on “bum raps”—that they'd 
either been framed by the cops or double- 
crossed by their own lawyers. 

“Next time they bust me it'll be for 
something I really did!” Waco told me 
once. 

It frightened me to hear him say he 
hadn’t really done anything wrong. And 
it upset me to hear him sneer at decent 
people, especially the boy he called “Boy 
Scout.” His name was Don and after a few 
weeks we'd become friends, One day he 
didn’t show up and J missed him. Chatting 
with him in the waiting room helped take 
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my mind off the unpleasant surroundings. 

When I mentioned it to Waco, he just 
laughed. “The Boy Scout hasn’t any guts, 
that’s the trouble! Joey asked him to do 
him a favor and the Boy Scout chickened 
out. But I told Joey not to worry because 
I've got somebody J can count on—right. 
Baby?” 

“Of course, darling. Anything you say.” 

“That’s my baby! Now listen good be- 
cause everything depends on you... .” 

Talking in slang and incompleted sen- 
tences to confuse anyone who might be lis- 
tening in. Waco outlined his plan. I was 
shocked. More than that, I was angry. All 
those weeks I’d been suffering the torture 
of the damned, longing for Waco to be in 
my empty arms, and there he was planning 
something that might well send him right 
back to jail. I didn’t think I could take 
another separation, and I told him so. 

“What the hell, it’s rough on me too, 
baby,” he said. 

“But can’t you see? We’ve had only two 
weeks together. Oh, I miss you so much!” 

“Can it!”? Waco hissed through clenched 
teeth. “When I get out of here I’m not 
going back to that dump we call home. 
My folk haven’t sent me so much as a 
pack of smokes. To hell with ’em! To hell 
with everybody. From now on, it’s me I’m 
thinking about. Anybody who ain’t with 
me is against me.” His eyes bored into 
mine through the thick glass window. 
“Whose side are you on?” he demanded. 

“Yours, of course!” I answered without 
hesitation. “I—I°ll do it—for you.” 

Don caught up with me as I walked to 
the bus stop. He seemed unusually quiet, 
sort of depressed and thoughtful. His 
mood matched mine perfectly. We got on 
the bus together and rode along in silence. 

Finally, Don burst out, “They’re so 
damn selfish!” 

I glanced at him in surprise. He was 
always so calm and cheerful. “Who’s self- 
ish?” I asked. 

He jerked his head back in the direction 
from which we had come. “Those fellows 
in that place.” 

“I'd call them unlucky. I’ve heard that 
a lot of them aren’t even guilty.” 

“Baloney! They’re selfish egotists, every 
one of them. They think they can do any- 
thing they want and get away with it. 
That’s bad enough, but when they get 
caught they’re not the ones who suffer. 
It’s those who love them who get humili- 
ated every time they go to that jail for a 
visit, who get embarrassed when people 
ask where so-and-so is.” 

“Yes, but—” 

“And they never seem to learn their les- 
son. Half of them are repeaters. They get 
out and then do the same thing all over 
again!” he spat out, shaking his head. 

I didn’t feel like arguing with him. I 
didn’t even feel that what he said applied 
to Waco. Waco was all I had. and if he 
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asked me to go to the moon with him, Vd 
do it. 

When we got off the bus, Don held out 
his hand. “Well, I guess this is goodbye. 
Josie,” he said solemnly. “I just want to 
tell you that meeting you was the only 
good thing about these Saturday visits.” 

I said. “Is your brother getting out so 
soon?” 

He shook his head. “I’m just not com- 
ing back to see him. There’s no point to it. 
I’ve been trying to help him get straight- 
ened out—even got a job lined up for him 
when he gets out next month. 

“You see, our parents took this pretty 
hard. Mom’s not well and this just about 
killed her. But Willie doesn’t care about 
that. He’s all set to pull another job the 
minute he hits the street.” 

My heart leaped. So Willie was in on 
Waco’s plan! I was sorry at the prospect 
of not seeing Don again, but when we said 
goodbye I didn’t tell him half the things 
I felt. Waco’s plan was whirling around 
in my brain. And for the next two weeks 
I could think of nothing else. 


ACO PLANNED to rob a service sta- 

tion, get a car and head west. Obvi- 
ously. Wille was in on it. I was to scout 
around for a likely place to pull the job. 
“A place that stays open late at night,” 
Waco had told me. “And find out what 
time business is the slowest.” 

I did as he asked, although my heart 
wasn’t in it. Yet, I knew that if I backed 
out, Waco would go through with it any- 
way and leave me behind. 

Then, unexpectedly, Waco’s folk told me 
I'd have to help out or move. Luckily, 
I got a job the first day I went job-hunting. 

But the store where I worked as clerk 
was open on Saturdays. so I missed my 
regular visit. I wrote Waco a letter ex- 
plaining. and that made me feel even more 
lonely. The second week I arranged to 
get off early, but I was so tired that I took 
a nap when I got home—and overslept. 
So it was two weeks before I saw Waco 
again. 

Returning to the jail was something of 
a shock. I had almost forgotten how de- 
pressing the place was. Most of all, I'd 
forgotten the heartaches and_ sadness 
etched into the faces of the women who sat 
waiting to see the inmates. I wondered 
if I looked like that too. 

Then, in the visiting room as I waited 
for them to bring Waco down. I had an- 
other chance to study the “prison widows.” 
One was a very beautiful girl. expensively 
dressed, and I got the impression that the 
handsome fellow she was chatting with 
was a big-shot gambler or something. 
Once, she stepped back from the window 
and opened her coat so he could see her 
figure. 

As she stood there like a model, I won- 


dered how any man could deliberately do 
anything that would result in keeping him 
apart from someone so lovely. 

Next to her was a gray-haired woman 
talking to her son. “Did you read that 
Bible I brought you?” she asked. “I want 
you to read it, son. Every night I pray for 
WOoemc us 





Then there was a tired-face woman of | 


about thirty. Her clothes were shabby and 
her voice was drained of all emotion. “] 
had to sell the car, Harry,” she said flatly, 
“Me and the kids have to eat, don’t we? 
For God’s sake, Harry, why do you do this 
to your family? I can take it. but the 
kids—” 

Suddenly, I understood what Don had 
been trying to tell me that last day I saw 
him. Often, lately, I found myself think. 
ing about him, wondering if I’d ever see 
him again. I missed him more than | 
realized. More than once I mentally com. 
pared him with Waco, then forcibly put 
such disloyal thoughts from my mind. 

No, Waco was my man. No matter if 
Don was a saint I couldn’t let myself think 
of him except as a nice acquaintance, 
Tears welled up in my eyes. I was so mis- 
erable. Here, I hadn’t seen Waco in two 
weeks and I dreaded the moment when 
he’d step up to that little window and 
I’d become like all the other “widows.” 
straining to create some kind of bond 
through that window. 

When he finally did come, he was in a 
terrible mood, demanding to know why I 
stood him up and asking me point blank 
if I was going to chicken out on him. | 
promised him that I was going through 
with it, and with a heavy heart listened to 
him give me more details. Not once did 
he say he was glad to see me. or ask about 
my new job. or inquire how I was getting 
along. 

Going home alone. I felt worse than 
ever. But I knew I had no one I could 
talk to, no one to listen to all the things 
locked up in my heart. My future life with 
Waco, whatever it might be. was all I had 
to cling to. However. I went to bed that 
night thinking. not about Waco—but Don. 


WAS A nervous wreck by the time 

Waco was released a short time later. | 
was working at the time and when | 
walked into the apartment there was no 
indication that he was home. Things were 
going on as usual. But as I started to fix 
myself a cup of tea, Waco’s mother said. 
“He’s home.” That’s all. 

Dropping the cup and saucer, I ran to 
the bedroom. Waco was busy packing 2 
battered old suitcase. “Hi, baby.” he said. 
barely glancing at me. “Start packing and 
let’s get this show on the road!” 

“JT don’t understand.” 

He gave an ugly laugh. “We're pulling 
that job tonight.” 

“But I thought—” 
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PoE EI Samer 


“To hell with what you thought!” he 
snapped. “Tonight’s the night, see? No- 
body will connect me with a job pulled 
the very same day I got out, so that’s why.” 

My mind was racing rapidly. I had to 
stall for time until I had a chance to talk 
him out of it. Now that the time had come, 
I realized I could never go through with 
it. but at the same time I could never give 
him up. I sat down on the bed. “Darling, 
listen to me. I—I don’t want you to do 
this.” 

Waco whirled around, his eyes blazing. 
“You can’t back out now!” he grated. “We 
need you as the lookout.” 

“But it’s wrong. Waco. Suppose we get 
caught? Look, I'll talk to my boss about 
a job for you and—” 

His eyes narrowed. “You been seeing 
that damn Boy Scout?” 

I shook my head. “I haven’t seen Don 
since—” 

Again he cut me off. “So it’s ‘Don’ now, 
is it? You sound just like him! That’s 
the line of jive he tried to hand Willie— 
until Willie told him to stop coming 
around. What’s going on between you 
two?” 

I jumped up and tried to throw my arms 
around him. “Nothing, Waco, not a thing. 
I love you, can’t you see that? That’s why 
I couldn’t stand it if anything happened— 
if they took you away from me again!” 

He shoved me back on the bed. “Noth- 
ing’s going to happen!” he shouted. “And 
nobody’s going to take me anywhere! Now 
get this, baby—in five minutes, I’m walk- 
ing out that door. It’s up to you whether 
I walk out alone.” 

I burst into tears, pleading with him 
over and over again. Even so, I didn’t 
really think he’d go without me until I 
heard the door open and slam shut. 

I guess I went sort of crazy then. I 
jumped up and dashed out of the house. 
I knew the location of the service station 
they planned to rob, so I headed there. I 
hadn’t the slightest idea of what I would 
do. Warn the owner? No, I could never 
do that. Go to the cops? Waco would 
kill me. Maybe I could make him give up 
the crazy scheme. If I could just talk 
with him. . . . 

I don’t know how much longer it was be- 
fore I stood on a dark corner about a block 
from the service station, Everything was 
quiet and peaceful, in contrast to the ex- 
citement and fear that ran through me. I 
sighed in relief. At least it hadn’t hap- 
pened yet. There was still time. 

I heard a sound behind me. Suppressing 
a scream. I swung around—and nearly 
fainted in relief. It was Don! “What are 
you doing here?” I whispered. 

He shrugged. “The same as you, I guess. 
Trying to think of some way to stop those 
two fools.” 

“Oh, Don!” I cried, breaking into tears. 
“What are we going to do?” 


It seemed the most natural thing in the 
world for his arms to encircle me, for his 
soothing voice to be telling me not to 
worry, that somehow. some way we'd do 
what had to be done. 

“I’m glad of one thing,” he said softly, 
after my sobs had subsided. I looked up at 
him. “I’m glad he didn’t talk you into go- 
ing along with him.” 

“I was, only—I 
couldn’t do it.” 

Don smiled and nodded. “I knew all 
along I was right about you, Josie. I only 
wish—” 

But I never learned what he was about 
to tell me. Suddenly I felt myself being 
jerked backwards, and at the same time, 
a dark figure leaped out of the shadows 
and pinned Don’s arms. Twisting around, 
I saw it was Waco holding me. I opened 
my mouth, but his hand clamped down, 
hard. 

“Careful baby!” he hissed into my ear. 
“I’d hate to have to slug you.” 

“The same goes for you, Boy Scout!” 
said the sneering voice of the man who 
held Don. I gathered that it was Willie, 
his brother. 

“Now listen, you two,” Waco said, eas- 
ing his grip on me. “That was a very pretty 
picture me and Willie saw and we hate 
to break it up. It’s a good thing we decided 
to case the joint before knocking it over.” 

“You, lover boy!” he went on, stabbing 
a finger at Don. “Don’t get any ideas about 
being a hero or turning rat on us. I want 
you to turn around and start walking. And 
don’t look back!” 

Don nodded grimly. “Okay, I’ve done 
what I could. I'll go. But what about 
Josie?” 

“That’s my business!” Waco snarled, 
“and anybody sticks his nose in my busi- 
ness gets it broken. Now, beat it!” 

Don stood his ground. “Not until I know 
that she’s going to be all right,” he said 
stubbornly. 

“Please, Don, go!” I said fearfully. “Tl 
be all right. Honest I will!” 


don’t know. I just 


There was a long pause. The sound of 
traffic from a busy avenue several blocks 
away drifted down the deserted street. 
There was no other sound, except Waco’s 
hard breathing. Finally, Waco said softly, 
“Willie, this punk’s your brother and all 
that. but I’m going to have to waste him!” 

“Just leave a piece for me!” Willie said 
maliciously. 

In a blur I saw Waco lash out and hit 
Don on the chin. As he went down. Willie 
swung his foot and caught Don in the side. 
I was too horrified to utter a sound. And 
as Don crumpled on the sidewalk, Waco 
and Willie started off towards the service 
station. 

For a moment, I was torn. My first im- 
pulse was to dash after them, to join them 
and pray everything went off all right. But 
the next instant my thoughts flew to Don. 
lying so still on the pavement. I bent over 
him and tried to turn him over. A groan 
escaped his lips. Something must be 
broken, I thought fearfully. 

I looked down the street. Waco and 
Willie had almost disappeared into the 
shadow. No one else was in sight. I made 
up my mind in a flash. I started to run— 
toward the busy avenue—screaming at the 
top of my lungs. 

There’s not much more to tell. I got 
help for Don, who luckily suffered no more 
than a sore chin and bruised ribs. All the 
excitement apparently turned out to be a 
perfect screen for the job Waco and Willie 
pulled. The next day I read in the news- 
paper that the two gas station bandits es- 
caped with almost $200. 

I’m still Waco’s wife—wherever he is. 
But I'll never be his “prison widow” again 
because Don and I are saving up for a 
divorce. You see, I’ve learned that a wom- 
an has the capacity to love more than one 
man. What I feel for Don isn’t exactly the 
same as my feeling for Waco, who was, 
after all, my first love. But what Don and 
I have is far safer, and in the long run, 
I’ve found, more satisfying. 

THE END 
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Afraid To Tell The Truth 


(Continued from Page 25) 


the night. because I felt better in the morn- 
ing. Mother and I had planned to close 
up the cottage that day, but my grand- 
mother wasn’t well and Mother had to stay 
with her, so I drove out to the lake alone. 
I had helped close up the place before so 
I knew just what had to be done. Daddy 
said to be sure and stop at the garage and 
have Ed turn off the water and board up 
the well. I stopped there first. 

Chuck Deveritt was working on a car, 
but he stopped to come over and talk. In 
daylight he was even more attractive than 
he had been the night before, but he was 
thin as though he had lost weight. “Could 
I help you close up your cottage?” he 
asked. “I’ve got an hour for lunch.” 

“Good,” I smiled at him. “Maybe I can 
scare up something for us to eat. I don’t 
know what’s left in the cupboards.” 

I waved goodbye and drove on to the 
cottage, spending the morning stripping 
the beds, putting away linens, covering the 
furniture with sheets and emptying the ice 
box. 

By lunch time I was tired and my face 
was smudged with dirt, but there wasn’t 
much left to do but bring in the porch fur- 
niture and fasten the shutters. When 
Chuck drove up, he had a paper bag of hot 
hamburgers and some bananas and pop. 
We sat on the porch in the sunshine while 
we ate lunch. He said he was going to 
work for Ed all winter. They'd rent ice 
shanties and sell bait as well as run the 
service station. “First I’ve got to find a 
place to live.” he said. “Everyone is clos- 
ing up cottages, even the rooming house 
where I’m _ staying now.” he grinned. 
“Guess I'll have to buy a tent and camp 
out.” 


“How comfy in'the middle of winter,” 


I said, laughing. “You know you could 
stay here! There’s well water and you 
could use the fireplace. Wouldn’t that 


solve things?” 

“T guess it would!” he exclaimed, his 
face lit up, “but what would your parents 
say?” 

I hadn’t thought about that. “I don’t 
think they’d mind particularly,” I said. 
evading the issue. “Come on, let me show 
you inside.” The idea of Chuck spending 
the winter in our cottage was suddenly 
terribly exciting, but [ knew my parents 
would definitely not approve! 

Chuck stopped before our big stone fire- 
place. rubbing his hand over the large 
stones. “This is terrific,” he said. “I can 
appreciate it, because my father was a 
stone mason before he died.” 

“Where are you from, Chuck? 
curiously. 

“T came from Ft. Wayne, 


” T asked 


but T haven’t 


been back for a long time. My 
lives there with my older sister.” 
I looked up at him, remembering hoy 
he had looked the night before, sitting by 
the edge of the lake in the moonlight, 
There had been a lonesome angel on his 
shoulder, and I wondered why. I won. 
dered what made him different from any. 
one I had ever known. 
He was looking around eagerly. “I could 
pay rent,” he said. “It sure would be greaj 
if I could stay here and I’d take good care 
of the place, but I want to be darn sure 
it's okay. I don’t want to get into any 
trouble.” 
“You don’t have to pay rent 
smiling, 
ble. I think it’s a nice arrangement for 
you. My parents won’t want the cottage 
until next summer.” 
He looked down at me soberly. “Why 
are you being so nice?” 


mother 


»” I said. 


I flushed in embarrassment. “I’m just be. | 


ing friendly. Anyone would do the same.” 

“If you’d come out sometime. I'll cook 
steaks in the fireplace.” 

“That’s a date. Maybe I can come out 
next weekend.” 

We cleaned up the lunch, then I told 
him about the boat house and _ how it 
should be boarded up. He said he’d at. 
tend to everything, then he got in Ed’s 








“and you won’t get into any trou — 





truck and drove back to the garage. I fol- _ 


lowed him and told Ed that Chuck would 
be staying at our place, and I said it as 
though my parents knew all about it and 
that it was okay. 


N THE WAY HOME, I worried abou 

what I’d done. My father would not 
approve, and he’d bring up a lot of objec- 
tions about how we would be responsible 
for Chuck if he stayed in our cottage and 
also we didn’t know anything about him. 
I decided it would just be better not to 
say anything about it. They’d never find 
out about it and there was no sense in 
asking for trouble. 

I liked Chuck. He was the nicest per- 
son I’d ever met, and I‘ didn’t want any- 
thing to go wrong. Before I left him, he 
stood by my car and said: “I'd like to 
call your parents and thank them for let- 
ting me use their place.” 

“Let me spring the news on them first.” 
I told him. 

It was almost supper time when I gol 
home. I said everything was shipshape a 
the cottage but I didn’t mention Chuck 
except to say I’d met a young man at Ed’s 
garage who had promised to keep an ey¢ 
on our place. 

Roger called, and I blew my top and 
hung up on him. Mother asked if we had 
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quarreled the night before. “Yes.” [ said. 
“and if it’s all the same to you I never 
want to see him again.” 

} 


' That night I went out with a bunch of | 2 
} my friends for pizza. It didn’t surprise WORRY 
} me to see Roger lurking outside the res- gone ai 


taurant. He came up meekly and asked 


if he could see me alone. ¢ 
“Crawl back into a sewer,” I said, jerk- 


ing away from him, my eyes flashing, “and 


Pr ss 
othe keep out of my sight. You make me sick!” R BLEM 
| looked at him with loathing. “And stop be 


- how nk aa 
i > e sorry! 
ng by spying on me or you ye SOFT 


light, The gang looked bewildered. “Small in 3 ETL MGS 


fight going on?” Beth Phillips said. “You 
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the fire. The whole world seemed awfully 
far away. and I had never been so happy 
before. While we ate there was just the 
crackling of the logs and the sound of eve- 
ning birds. 

\fterwards we went out on the porch 
to watch the stars come out. Chuck said: 
“You have a steady boy friend, don’t you? 
\ girl like you must have a million guys 
crazy about her.” 

[ laughed. “I haven’t heard of anyone 
exactly going out of his mind over me. 
No, I don’t have a steady boy friend.” I 


explained that I really didn’t have time 
to date much because I helped my father 
a good part of the time. I explained that 


my parents had always been strict with me 
but that I'd never resented it. I loved 
them very very much, and I was concerned 
over my father’s health. 

I’m a lot of help to him,” I said with 
quiet pride. “I can type and handle his 
correspondence.” 

[ felt Chuck’s eyes on me. “Your fa- 
ther’s pretty lucky to have you around, 
Sue 

We were sitting close together on the 
porch steps and I think he meant to kiss 
me, but the lights of a car shone in our 
faces. | was so startled, I leaped up in 
alarm just as Roger slammed his car door 
shut and walked up the path. He stared at 
Chuck with black smouldering eyes, his 
hands fisted. “Sue happens to be my girl,” 
he said evenly. “What are you doing out 
here? 

“You mind your own business.” I said, 
my voice trembling with fury. “How dare 
you follow me! Leave me alone, do you 
hear?” I shrilled. “Just leave me alone!” 
Chuck stepped forward and loomed over 
Roger. “You heard her. She wants to be 
left alone.” 


I saw Roger’s eyes flash then his fist 


shot out hitting Chuck’s jaw and sending 
him rocking back on his heels. Chuck 


stumbled backwards and caught his bal- 
ince. He stood rock still for a minute, 


rubbing his chin and staring at Roger. I 
thought he was going to’ blast Roger off 


the face of the earth, but instead he said: 


“Okay. so you’ve proved you're a big 
strong guy with a lot of punch. Now get 
foing 

\ slow smile of contempt moved across 


Roger’s face. “Chicken!” he spit out, then 
he looked at me. “Great friend you’ve got 
there. A real champion!” He spun around, 
went back to his car and drove off, grind- 
ing gears and sending pebbles flying from 
the tire wheels. 

There was an awkward silence. I couldn’t 
believe what I'd seen. Chuck had literally 
taken the insult on the chin as though he 
were afraid of fighting back. 

“T think I'd better leave,” I said in a 
low voice. 

He walked to the car with me. “I hope 
you don’t misunderstand,” he said quietly. 
“T didn’t tangle with that kid for a couple 
of real good reasons.” 

“T wish you'd killed him.” I said furi- 


ously. “I wish you’d knocked the living 
daylights out of him!” 

He stood beside the car door looking 
down at me. “Could I come in next week- 
end and meet your parents? I can borrow 
Ed’s truck, I think, then we could go to 
a movie or dance or something.” 

“Call me Thursday night,” I said, my 
mind spinning, “and thank you for the 
best dinner I’ve ever had.” I didn’t say 
lovely evening because Roger had smashed 
the evening and upset me more than I 
cared to admit. 


\ Y THOUGHTS were uneasy as I drove 
: home. I was desperately worried 
about the way Roger was acting. He was 
crazy jealous, and after the night in the 
boat house, I knew he was capable of al- 
most anything. Following me out to the 
cottage was serious. If he thought I was 
really interested in Chuck, I didn’t know 
what he might do. 

Also, I was worried about the following 
weekend. I could just see Chuck thanking 
my parents for letting him use the cottage. 
Dad would have a fit, and I was in it so 
deep already that I didn’t dare tell my 
parents Chuck had already been living in 
the place for a week. 





Second Look 


Oh, what a wonder 
Is love at first sight, 
Sharp as an arrow. 


Blindingly bright. 


But call on patience, 
Look at love twice. 
Heart-shaking glory 
Must last to suffice. 


—Laurel Dean 





He was so strange, I thought. watching 
the highway ahead. He was exciting and 
gentle and artistic and sensitive. I didn’t 
want anything to happen that could keep 
me from seeing him again, yet I was de- 
liberately making things difficult by not 
telling my parents the truth. 

Mother came to my room that night as I 
got ready for bed. “Has something hap- 
pened between you and Roger? Ever since 
the Labor Day party you’ve been avoiding 
him.” 

“Yes!” I burst out. “Something hap- 
pened. He—he tried to take advantage of 
me, Mother. I didn’t tell you because I 
knew you’d be upset, and so would Daddy. 
I just never want to see him again, only 
he won’t leave me alone. He keeps fol- 
lowing me everyplace.” 

Her face paled. “You've been acting so 
queerly.” Her eyes were anxious. “Are 


you all right? Did anything—happen?” 
Her voice trembled so that she broke down 
and tears filled her eyes. 

“Nothing happened, Mother,” I said, go- 
ing to her. “He frightened me and he 
can’t be trusted, that’s all. He’s got some 
wild idea that I belong to him.” 

“Oh, Sue,” she said heavily. “I worry 
so. I thought Roger was such a fine. up- 
right young man, so courteous and 
thoughtful. I don’t think I’d ever trust any- 
one again. You’re so dear to us. If any- 
thing ever—” 

“Everything’s okay, Mother,” I reached 
over to kiss her. “I don’t think he’ll bother 
me anymore.” 

I was relieved to have Mother know 
about Roger, but I wasn’t convinced he’d 
leave me alone. I was half-tempted to tell 
her about Chuck and how much IT liked 
him, but she was so disturbed about Roger 
that I decided it was best not to say any- 
thing. She left my room promising not to 
say anything to my father. I went to bed. 
lying quietly, dreaming about Chuck and 
picturing him before the firelight as he 
broiled our steaks. I had wanted him to 
kiss me. If only Roger hadn’t come to 
spoil things! 

Dimly I heard the phone ring and a few 
minutes later, Mother burst into my room. 
switching on the light, her eyes wide with 
alarm. 

“Sue, what do you know of some young 
man staying at our cottage?” 

I sat bolt upright and stared at her, my 
heart in my throat. “What’s wrong?” 

She sank down on my bed, twisting her 
hands. “The police just called. There 
were some break-ins, some robberies at 
Rabbit Ear Lake early this evening. 
They’ve picked up a young parolee from 
the State penitentiary who has been liv- 
ing in our cottage. He said he had our 
permission.” 

“Parolee!” I gasped. “Chuck a parolee!” 

“Sue, what do you know about this?” 
she said sharply. “Who is Chuck?” 

I threw off the covers and leaped out of 
bed, tearing off my pajamas and grabbing 
my clothes as though every second counted. 

“Chuck had nothing to do with this, 
Mother,” I said, panting for breath as | 
hurried. “I was with him all evening. I 
gave him permission to stay in the cottage. 
I was going to tell you. Ed knows about 
it. He works for Ed.” I couldn’t explain 
my frenzy. Something drove me as though 
I had to save Chuck. He was in trouble 
and I knew Roger was behind it. I might 
have acted hysterically, but everything was 
calm in my mind. The pieces were all fit- 
ting together. Chuck had kept saying he 
didn’t want to get into trouble. He had 
refused to hit Roger even when aggravated. 
I had wondered about his correspondence 
courses, but that was all explained if he 
were a parolee. He might want to live 
quietly and away from people. It never 
even occurred to me to wonder what he 
had done to have been sent to prison. I just 
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knew that he was in trouble and that I 
was responsible for part of it by letting 
him stay in the cottage without telling my 
parents. 

When I was dressed I rushed downstairs 
ahead of Mother and found my father talk- 
ing to a police officer. He was standing up. 
his thin hand holding the back of a chair 
for support. I went to him immediately 
and made him sit down, then I listened 
while they filled me in on the details. 

Several cottages had been broken into. 
A radio, a bear rug, some hunting rifles 
and sporting equipment had already been 
reported missing. In searching the area. 
the police had seen lights in our cottage 
and found Chuck. He had denied any part 
in the robberies. 

“Well, naturally!” I burst out. “He had 
nothing to do with it. I was with him all 
evening.” At the shocked look on my fa- 
ther’s face. I tried to explain. “I know I 
should have told you, Daddy. He’s so nice, 
and he needed a place to stay, so I gave 
him permission to use our place. Ed knows 
about it, but I was afraid you wouldn’t 
approve,” I finished helplessly. 

“Deveritt is on parole,” the officer said. 
“He was released for good conduct, and 
he’s been reporting to the board regu- 
larly.” 

Something clicked in my mind. “Who 
reported the robberies?” I asked. 

“A kid from town, Roger Dayton. He 
noticed a broken shutter in one of the 
cottages, saw the place had been ran- 
sacked, so he called the sheriff.” 

“T thought so!” I said furiously. “If 
you ask me, you don’t have to look any 
farther for your robber!” 

“Sue. what are you saying!” Daddy 
looked so dumbfounded that Mother ex- 
plained our quarrel. “Roger has been fol- 
lowing Sue everyplace.” she said. “I don’t 
know anything about this other person, but 
I do know Roger has annoyed Sue.” She 
looked so distressed that I could hardly 
bear it. I wished with all my heart I’d 
never gotten involved in such a mess. The 
whole thing looked so bad from every an- 
gle. What was I doing out at the cottage at 
night alone with Chuck? A parolee and a 
suspect for anything that might happen? 

If I hadn’t thought about myself, I 
should at least have thought of my father’s 
reputation in the ministry. Dully, I an- 
swered questions and told the officer ex- 
actly what had happened; how I had 
offered Chuck the use of our place because 
I felt sorry for him. No, I hadn’t known 
he was on parole. He seemed sincere and 
honest and he worked for Ed whom we had 
known for years. I should have told my 
parents, but I was afraid they wouldn’t 
understand. I told him Chuck thought my 
parents had been informed. I also told him 
how Chuck had improved the place and 
was almost a caretaker. 

“Nothing was stolen from our cottage,” 
I said. defending him. “If Chuck hadn’t 
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been there. we might have lost things. 

“Tt throws more suspicion on him,” the 
officer said. “Living at your place, he was 
in a good position to break into the cot- 
tages at night without anyone seeing him.” 

“He had nothing to do with it!” I cried. 
“He simply had nothing to do with this. 


Why don’t you check on Roger? He’d do 
anything to get Chuck into trouble. You 
don’t know him,” I went on desperately. 
You don’t know what kind of a person 


] 
ne | 


“We'll check on him,” the officer said, 


standing up, “and if Deveritt didn’t have 
inything to do with this, he won’t have 
inything to worry about.” 


‘I’ve always heard a parolee didn’t have 

1 chance,” I said shakily. “They may 

blame these robberies on Chuck just be- 
1use of his past record.” 

“Why was he sent to prison?” my father 


Armed robbery,” the officer said curtly. 
“When he got out of service, he started 
with a bad crowd and was involved 
in a holdup. A man was shot although 
Deveritt didn’t do the shooting. He was 
arrying a revolver though, and he got two 
veal 

My father slumped in his chair, and I 
him in alarm. “Oh, Daddy,” I 
sobbed, “I’m so sorry about all this. I'd 
rive anything in the world if I hadn’t 


running 


l 


brought this on you.” 

He patted my back gently. “Well, there’s 
nothing been done that can’t be remedied, 
said, then he looked at me stern- 
ly. “The most disturbing thing is hearing 
ibout you being out there this evening. 
That’s not like you.” 

“Tt didn’t seem wrong. I can’t explain, 
Daddy, but when we were eating supper, it 


Sue he 


was just as though I was sitting in the 
cottage with you and Mother. Chuck 
seemed to belong there.” 

[ voiced my thoughts and what I felt in 
my heart as I spoke. I hadn’t realized it 
myself, but a few minutes later, after the 


officer had left, and Chuck came and I saw 


him standing in the door. troubled and 
concerned, I knew I was in love with him. 
He went up to my father immediately. 


“T’m sorry about all this, sir. I didn’t 
have anything to do with the robberies. 
I’ve done everything I could to keep out 
of trouble instead of getting into it.” He 
shook his head in bewilderment. “I’m find- 
ing out how hard it is to live down a prison 
sentence,” he said humbly. “Sometimes I 
figure it will be with me all my life.” 

“Tt will,” my father said. “I’m afraid 
it will, young man. Going to prison is a 
small part of the punishment society puts 
on a crime.” He glanced over at me. “My 
daughter seems to have a lot of faith in 
you, and she’s a shrewd girl. I respect her 
opinion.” 

Chuck looked over at me but I couldn’t 
read the message he sent across the room 
with his eyes. “Sue has given me a lot of 
reasons for wanting to get someplace in 
the world, sir.” 

Daddy stood up and held out his hand. 
“We appreciate you coming here tonight. 
I wouldn’t worry about this. The police 
will iron out the trouble. Now if you'll 
excuse me, I think I'll rest.” 


I WALKED to the door with Chuck. 
“This is all my fault,” I said miserably. 
“T didn’t tell my folk about you staying 
at the cottage, because I was afraid they'd 
object, and, well, I didn’t want that to 
happen.” 

He took my hand and squeezed it, smil- 
ing down at me. “I didn’t want it to hap- 
pen either. I just hope all of this turns 
out okay. I sure get scared when I think 
how easily I could be blamed for all this.” 

“You had nothing to do with it. Chuck, 
so everything will come out fine.” 

I spoke with a confidence I didn’t feel, 
and after Chuck left in Ed’s old truck, I 
went back to bed feeling ashamed and wor- 
ried. The shock of finding out about 
Chuck’s prison sentence upset me and I 
struggled all night about the way it might 
affect us. 
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The next day I drove out to Rabbit Ear 
Lake with my parents. My father talked 
to Ed who said Chuck was a “fine kid” 
and that all he needed was a chance. 

There had been developments in the rob- 
bery investigation. Several high school kids 
had been picked up as suspects. They were 
evasive and their stories didn’t match. At 
the cottage Mother looked around in ap- 
proval at the work Chuck had done and 
the neat way he had been living. “I don’t 
see any reason why he couldn’t continue 
to stay here if he isn’t involved in these 
holdups,” she said. 

During the day we talked to several of 
the cottage owners who had been notified 
of the robberies and come out to check 
their affairs. All of them knew Chuck and 
liked him. “My boys think the world of 
him,” one woman said. “He took them 
fishing all summer.” Another one said: 
“He taught my youngsters to swim and 
until then Bobby had been ‘scared to death 
of the water.” 

I repeated all the compliments to Chuck 
the next time I saw him which was almost 
a week later, after the robberies had been 
cleared up. A gang of boys who called 
themselves the Vanguards had worked up 
quite a business, robbing cottages in sev- 
eral resort areas and selling the loot 
through a fence. Chuck shook his head 
when he told me about it. “If those kids 
only knew what’s ahead of them,” he said. 

We were out on our first real date, rid- 
ing in Ed’s old truck. It was dark, but the 
sun was shining in my heart, because 
everything was working out. Roger had 
left for boot camp, my friends had told 
me. He left without getting in touch with 
me or trying to see me. I felt only bitter- 
ness toward him, because I’d been right in 
suspecting that he had accused Chuck of 
the robberies. But now he was gone, and 
he was a part of my past that I hope, in 
time, I can forget. 

As for the future. Chuck has asked me 
to marry him but not until his parole pe- 
riod is over and he has been accepted in 
society as a trustworthy citizen. 

I have learned a lot since our Labor Day 
party. I know how poor my judgement was. 
I could have spared myself the terrible ex- 
perience in the boat house if I had been 
sensible, and I could have spared my par- 
ents a lot of worry and embarrassment if 
I'd been honest with them. It could have 
been so serious! If Chuck had been in- 
volved in the robberies, my father would 
have had a lot of explaining to do. Har- 
boring a criminal, a parolee, would have 
had serious implications. It might have 
happened! It didn’t, but it’s the sort of 
trouble a girl can get into without realiz- 
ing at the time what the consequences 
might be. 

I was lucky. My frightful escape from 
Roger that night, led me to the man I love 
and am going to marry, but I’m not forget- 
ting that it could have ended differently. 

THE END 
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LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


New, glamorous complexion beauty! 
You can have it! Just do this. Use 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your skin take 
on a lighter, brighter, smoother look. 


Its bleaching action works effective- 
ly inside your skin. Modern science 
knows no faster way of lightening 
skin. Start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream this very day. 









Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = AND WHITE 





BLEACHING CREAM 








SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY! 














Do you want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 











Make this amazing 
ra 3-Day Test 
For Quick Triple Action with BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM 
This hair cream with triple action gives 
your hair @ new softer luster with glowing 


3 that even enhances the beauty 
of long flowing hair. it contains loads of 
LANOLIN AND RICH OILS to tubricate 
DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT 
ENDS; ITCHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 
temple massaging-grooming aid. Keeps all 
types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 
greasy effect. Giant tamily size $2.20. Reg- 
ular size $1.10. If C.0.0. postage extra. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Box 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N.Y. 





62 





Stolen Love 


(Continued from Page 21) 


caught in a magical moment of ecstasy that 
could only be fulfilled in one way. Words 
were unnecessary as I clung to him in- 
stinctively in an embrace that was as old 
as life itself, but as new and sweet to me 
as being born again. I was now a woman. 


UR WHOLE RELATIONSHIP seemed 

to change after that. There were no 
more long rides in the country, no more 
casual evenings on the beach. The tempo 
and urgency of our meetings increased as 
the man-woman flame burned between us 
and we sought the privacy of walls to hide 
us from the outside world—any walls: a 
hotel room, a motel cottage—any place 
where we could be alone with our love. I 
didn’t see Mom very often; at first I'd 
made up an excuse about helping a girl 
friend fix up her apartment, and then when 
it got warm I just told her I was down at 
the beach with the gang. But when I did 
see her to talk to, I felt so ashamed and 
guilty I was sure she could tell, could see 
it written all over my face. 

Jeff and I didn’t talk much about the 
future. Once I asked him about the di- 
vorce and he said he hadn’t received any 
official word, but it was just a matter of 
days. Then he looked at me with those 
dark eyes of his and said, “We'll get mar- 
ried of course, Jeannie, just as soon as I 
get the divorce.” 

I sighed and things brightened up. I'd 
been depressed because earlier Mom had 
asked me whatever had happened to Steve 
Morton, the boy I'd been dating, pretty 
steadily. before Jeff had come into my life. 
Steve was sweet and a lot of fun, and he’d 
been getting serious. Mom had liked him 
and for that reason she hadn’t objected 
when I’d begun to date him pretty exclu- 
sively. Steve had called up a few times. 
but I hadn’t gone out with him or seen 
anything of him, or the gang either for 
that matter, since Jeff. I knew that part 
of my life was over. You don’t go back 
to a group of kids after you’ve been going 
out with a man. I’d been pretty depressed, 
thinking about all the fun I used to have 
with the gang. and wondering what Mom 
would say if she knew that now there was 
no gang in my life, only Jeff. But I cheered 
up now that we would be getting married. 
After all, I thought, everybody has to grow 
up some time. You can’t go on fooling 
around with the gang the rest of your life. 

One day toward the end of summer Jeff 
brought me home a little later than usual. 
and I went dashing up the steps and into 
the house. The minute I was in I knew 
something was wrong. The house was very 
quiet, the television turned off, and there 
was one light on, in the living room. I 
closed the door quietly behind me and 
thought: They’re waiting for me. Then 


something way down deep inside me just 
sort of dropped, and I thought, it’s all 
over now, everything is all over. 

“Jeannie, is that you?” my mother called 
from the living room. Her voice was quiet. 
but my body tensed. 

“Yes,” I said. I went into the living 
room and stood at the door. Mom was on 
the sofa and my Dad was sitting stiffly on 
the leather chair. 

“Sit down,” Mom said, “we’d like to 
talk to you.” I perched on the rocker, my 
heart pounding, and waited. 

“IT saw Etta James today. She wanted 
to know who the handsome man was that 
she’s seen you leaving work with so often. 
She wanted to know if he was a friend of 
the family, she said he seemed too old to 
be one of your boy friends.” Mom paused. 
then said, “Who is he, Jeannie?” 

I was quiet for a minute, then I burst 
out desperately, “I don’t know who you’re 
talking about, Mom. I think Etta James 
had better have her eyeglasses checked. | 
haven’t been leaving work with any hand- 
some man.” At the look of disbelief on 
Mom’s face I added lamely, “Oh, I know 
who she means. A couple of times one of 
the guys from the office gave me a lift 
home. But that was only once or twice. 
and he certainly wasn’t handsome.” 

My Dad said quietly, “You might as 
well tell us who he is, Jeannie; we’ve sus- 
pected something for some time. Last 
month Sally and Lee Prentice and a couple 
of the other kids you used to hang around 
with stopped by to see you. You weren't 
in. They wanted to know if you were sick 
or something, they said they hadn’t seen 
you for months.” 

“Who is he?” Mom asked. 

“A—a guy from work, just a nice guy 
from work. He’s a little older than me. 
but Dad is seven years older than you. 
He’s—he’s—we’re in love, and we’re going 
to get married,” I burst out, and _ then. 
wanting to strike back, to hurt them, I 
said, “I wish you’d tell your friends to stop 
spying on me. I can take care of myself.” 

“Jeannie!” Mom said, and I knew Id 
hurt her, and I was sick inside. 

“That’s not fair,” Dad said, “you know 
nobody’s been spying on you.” 

“Well, what do you want, then. Just 
leave me alone. I’m old enough to live my 
own life, without interference from you,” 
I cried, forcing the hot tears back. 

“Not as long as you’re under our roof,” 
Dad said angrily. 

I started to say something but Mom in- 
terrupted quietly, “We’d just like to meet 
him, that’s all, if it’s all right with you.” 

Suddenly I slumped back in the chair. 
the anger gone out of me. “All right,” I 
said, “all right, you ‘ll meet him. I'll bring 
him home tomorrow.” Then T went to bed 
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quickly. before they could begin to talk, 
to explain, to try to make us the happy 
family we were before. 


THEN JEFF picked me up after work 
the next day I told him what had 
happened. “So they want to meet you now. 
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to. They had a right to know, and as long 
as it was only a matter of days, it couldn’t 
do much harm. I took a deep breath and 
plunged. “A fall wedding would be fine,” 
[ said, “but there’s one thing you should 
Of course, it’s just a matter of days, 
but Jeff isn’t really legally free yet. He’s 
practically divorced, but it hasn’t become 
I mean, it’s just as if he were 
free and we could be married, but he 
hasn’t heard, officially, yet.” 

[ guess I had underestimated the effect. 
Dad had begun to relax, but now he was 
is stiff as a board, staring first at me, then 
it Jeff. Mom had just sort of collapsed in 
ler chair; her face was suddenly old and 

were more pained than I had ever 


KNOW 


final ye t. 


seen them 
You mean- she whispered. “—all 
and he’s married.” 
My God, Jeannie.” Dad shouted, then 
he turned on Jeff. who had gotten up and 
pacing back and forth. 


summer! 


It’s just a matter of days,” I repeated, 
but the words seemed to lose all meaning. 
[ whispered them again, “. . . a matter of 
day Then I turned to Jeff who was still 
and practically screamed at him, 
‘Tell them, tell them it will come any day. 
fell them there’s nothing to be so upset 
ibout. Tell them.” 

Jeff stopped and stood facing me. At the 
look on his face I turned away. It will take 
1 great many years and a great many ex- 
periences to smooth away the sharpness of 
the memory of that look. There was sad- 
ness on his face, and there was regret, but 
mainly there was pity. And I turned away 


pacing 


from it, but I couldn’t turn away from the 
vords. “I’m sorry, Jeannie, but I can’t tell 
them,” he said. “It’s just not true. I’ve 
got three children at home, and my wife 
won't give me a divorce because of them. 


[ didn’t want it to go as far as it has, I 
wanted to stop it after that first night, but 


I just couldn’t let you go. I’m sorry, I 
know what I’ve done. I wish I could make 
it up. somehow, something—I guess the 


best thing is just to leave, to get out of 
our life as fast as possible. [ am sorry.” 


| SAT THERE, the tears scalding my 

cheeks, and as he left a small part of 
me died. I knew. I must have known all 
ilong, that there would be no divorce. 
\lonths ago the divorce had been due “any 
day.” and by the end of summer it still 
hadn't come. He hadn’t lied, even when 
he’d told me that we’d get married he 


hadn't really lied, he had said it because 


he knew I wanted to hear it so badly. I’d 
known all along what I was getting into, 
ind I should be willing to take the conse- 
quences 

Now almost a year later, I’m still taking 
the consequences. It seems that most of 


the town had known of our carefully- 
guarded secret, and for a while this was 
not the pleasantest place to live. I still 
don’t see much of the gang. I knew I was 
giving that up when I first started going 
out with Jeff. Once in a while I'll meet 
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one of them, and we'll have a grand time 
reminiscing. But I can never be a part 
of the young, carefree crowd any more, 
that part of my life is over. 

I don’t fool myself into minimizing what 
I did, I realize fully the enormity of my 
sin. The Bible says, “Thou shalt not com- 
mit adultery,” and whether I did myself 
or not, I caused somebody else to. I took 
what I had no right to take. I can only 
hope that in time the pain in my heart, 
and all the anguish I caused my parents, 
will ease. 

For a long time afterwards I didn’t go 


out at all, but lately Steve Morton has 
been calling. I’ve gone out with him twice 
now, and although he knows about Jeff 
he doesn’t seem to hold it against me. 


Once he said, “The only way we can 
really grow is through experience, and we 
become a little bit better by each thing 
that happens to us.” 


Perhaps he’s right and I have become a 
better person, I don’t know. I only hope 
that in time I'll be able to right the enor- 
mous wrong that I did. THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) 


famous singer and his pony-tailed wife 
are not the happiest couple in the entire 
world. Though they appear happy in 
public, their marriage has been straining 
at the seams for nearly a year. 


Singer Johnny Mathis wants to get 
away from night clubs and their over- 
enthusiastic audiences, so he’s preparing 
a one-man show to play legitimate thea- 
ters only. After which he may appear in 
one or two of the top night clubs in the 
country since his talks with a television 
sponsor blew up. 


The TV western series Rawhide is 
planning a gigantic western musical for 
showing some time this summer. Among 
the famous gun slingers riding the range 
will be that would be cowpoke Sammy 
Davis. Jr. 


Roosevelt Grier, 280-pound star 
tackle of the New York Giants football 
team, tackled some high notes at New 
York’s Town Hall when he was featured 
tenor soloist with the Penn State Uni- 
versity Glee Club. “Rosy” starred on 
the football field at Penn State but did 
not go out for musical activities. Since 
those days he’s recorded several platters, 
appeared in night clubs, dance halls and 
on the Apollo stage. 


No one in Hollywood keeps in shape 
like Woody Strode, the former UCLA 
football star, who just finished the title 
role in Sergeant Rutledge, played the 
King of Ethiopia in The Ten Command- 
ments and an African witch doctor in 
Rachel Cade. He does 200 push-ups a 
day. but not all at one time. He does 50 


in a row at four different periods during 
the day. 


Now we know that it’s no use trying 
to talk to sultry, sexy Eartha Kitt for at 
least an hour after she’s finished a stint 
either on the night club floor, or before 
TV or movie cameras. It takes the fabu- 
lous kitten that long to simmer down 
from the emotional experience of pro- 
jecting. 


Jazz pianist Billy Taylor, who is at 
home in some of New York’s swankiest 
watering spots, is going into his second 
year as a once-a-week disc jockey over 
a local radio station. 


Another jazz pianist, Dorothy Done- 
gan, wants to go back to her first love, 
the concert piano. She started her career 
with serious study at the Chicago Con- 
servatory of Music but switched to piano- 
playing in jazz joints of the night people 
for reasons of loot. Anyway, she hopes 
to be ready for a concert late this year. 


New York dise jockey Phil Gordon 
back from California and has switched 
from platter spinning to selling life 
insurance. 


Ex-Mayor of Harlem Willie Bryant 
still in California, making his dramatic 
television debut as an Italian gangster 
on The Untouchables TV series. 


Baby Lawrence, the jazz dancer who 
has delighted audiences in the U. S. for 
some time, is now in London. He is not 
disappointing his fans there either, for 
he’s decided to stay and teach a class in 
dancing. 
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Anybody’s Girl 


(Continued from Page 35) 


late getting home. Then I went out to meet 
a strange man for the first time in my 
life. 

He was waiting beside a brand new ied 
low convertible with the top snugly but- 
toned down on the streamlined body. It 
was the smartest car I’d ever seen and I 
hesitated briefly as he opened the door to 
help me in. This was all wrong and I was 
playing with fire, I told myself. But I was 
young and strong and I could take care of 
myself, I argued back. I felt like doing 
something wild and reckless and I was go- 
ing to! 

I let him help me into the car and in a 
moment we were purring off down the 
crowded Loop street. As he sent the car 
darting in and out of traffic like a shadow, 
he took time to smile across at me. 

“What do I call you?” he asked. “My 
name’s Tony Freeman.” 

“Kathy.” I said, slowly. 
Where are we going?” 

“Cocktails first and then dinner some- 
where.” He sent the car spinning out onto 
the Outer Drive and then leaned back eas- 
ily, as we flowed along with the other traf- 
fic. “That okay with vou, Kathy?” 

I nodded. Cocktails? I’d had maybe 
three small drinks in my life, but a girl 
needn’t drink more than she wanted. Din- 
ner? It wasn’t anything very dangerous— 
but the look in Tony’s eyes was definitely 
disturbing. His eyes were bold, and prob- 
ing—and wise. They scared me a little but 
for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t 
thinking of Ken Roper. I was wondering 
if I was as smart as I thought I was. Could 
I take care of myself if Tony decided— 
well, whatever he might decide? 

That evening followed a pattern new to 
me, but one which thousands of other fool- 
ish girls have followed: the pattern which 
leads straight and sure to heartbreak, dis- 
illusion and regret. I was no different from 
any of the other girls who thought they 
could take care of themselves. 

The drinks tasted like lemonade but had 
a kick like a mule, and after a couple of 
them, I didn’t have enough sense to refuse 
the third. I don’t remember having any 
dinner—in fact. I don’t remember much of 
anything until I woke up in a dirty, drab 
apartment and found Tony asleep on the 
pillow next to mine. My head was splitting 
wide open and my mouth was like the 
Sahara Desert. But horror seemed to be 
turning me into a frozen lump as I stared 
at the dark, loose-lipped face on the next 
pillow. I closed my eyes, hoping when I 
opened them, I would see the rose-sprigged 
wallpaper of my own room at home. But 
when I opened my eyes again, Tony’s were 
smiling knowingly back into mine. 

“Hi. Baby.” he said. “We had quite a 


“Kathy Harris. 


night. didn’t we? What say we get into 
our duds and scram out for breakfast? 
Some black coffee’s the next thing on the 
bill. Gallons of it.” He threw back the 
sleazy blankets and for the first time, I 
realized that I was stark naked. I snatched 
the covers back, hvsteria bubbling up in 
me like a gevser. What had I done—? And 
Mom—how was I ever going to tell her 
where I’d been all night? And this smug, 
wise-acting man named Tony—had I lost 
my mind completely vesterday? 

Tony saw me snatch the covers up to my 
chin and he laughed. “Aw, now look,” he 
jeered. “After last night, don’t tell me 
you’re going to pull a modesty routine, 
sugar.” Suddenly his eves glinted and he 
came back and sat down on the side of 
the bed and leaned over me. 

“You’re some dish,” he said. huskily. He 
kissed me hard on the mouth and every 
nerve in my body shriveled with loathing. 
I hated him—and I had to get away from 
him. My brain began slowly to function 
again. My best bet was to make him think 
this was all old stuff for me. Get him to 
leave me for a few minutes so I could run 
a million miles where he’d never find me 
again. 

I wet my lips and said. “Ooh—my head 
is splitting. Tony, be a darling and bring 
me back some coffee. I couldn’t walk a 
step with this head—it would burst.” 
Somehow I managed to smile at him. 

He dressed. and the door banged behind 
him. I could hear him whistling as he went 
down steps outside. 

Then I was out of the bed and climbing 
into my clothes frantically. I shivered as 
I saw my torn blouse. and my skirt a wrin- 
kled mess. I covered them with my coat, 
grabbed my purse and opened the door. 
Another door was across the hall, and 
steps led down to the street. 

I was down them in a flash, my head 
almost bursting as I hit each step. Then 
the cold winter air slammed against me 
like a closed fist. I gulped the frosty air 
into my lungs just as a cab cruised hope- 
fully close to the curb. I climbed into it 
with a prayer of thanks—and gave the 
driver my address. 

All I could think of was that I had es- 
caped. I was almost home before it oc- 
curred to me that I could never go back 
to the restaurant because Tony would look 
for me there first. It was a good job and 
now I’d have find another one. I was 
safe if he tried to call on the phone, be- 
cause there were pages and pages of Har- 
rises in the directory. 

My next problem was what I was going 
to say to Mom. 

I leaned over and asked the driver the 
time and he said. “Nine o’clock. Miss.” I 
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drew in a deep breath. Mom would be on 
her way to the day nursery and if Dad was 
feeling okay, he’d be gone to work. It 
meant I would have until two o’clock in 
the afternoon to build up an alibi for last 
night—and time enough for me to have 
been fired from my job. 

The apartment was empty when I let 
myself in. The first thing I did was to 
phone the restaurant and say that due to 
illness of my father I would not be able 
to return to work. That was the first lie. 
[ was to find out that one lie begat another 
until they piled up so deep that truth was 
buried forever. 


QOMEHOW, parents are trusting souls. I 
‘made mine believe that I had stayed 
ll night with a girl at the restaurant; I 
made them believe that I’d been fired to 
make room for the boss’ niece. I made 
them believe that I was the same Kathy 
who had left the house yesterday—a 
clean. decent young girl. They believed it, 
hut I knew that as long as I lived, Tony 
eeman would be a memory that was like 
blot on a clean page. 
[ found another job in a supermarket, 
ind somehow, I managed to live through 
the endless days. But every time a yellow 
onvertible came whirling into view—my 
heart leaped into my throat. I didn’t have 
one doesn’t meet many young 
) super marts. Most of them are 
ed and shopping either with or for 
their wives. But if there had been a wait- 
i ine a mile long begging for my atten- 
[ wouldn’t have given them a second 
thought. Whenever I got to feeling down, 
[ would ask the same question, over and 
Why couldn’t Ken have been in love 
with me? Then none of this would’ve hap- 
pened. And then I would tell myself that 
if | had been the right kind of girl, maybe 
he would have loved me. The very fact 
that I could have gone out and behaved in 
such a wild fashion proved that I wasn’t 
iny good. The worst of it was, I never 
for one moment stopped thinking of Ken. 
| knew that I was never going to stop lov- 
him as long as I lived. 
(nd so the months dragged by and June 
came again. June meant no more to me 
than November or any other month. Ken 
vould come home from school, but this 
year he wouldn’t be calling me. He hadn’t 
called to say goodbye when he left 
it Christmas. There were times when I 
just to hear his voice over the 
would ease the dull misery in my 
heart. Other times I was glad that I'd 
never have to see him again. 

(nd then one night when I came out of 
the market at six, there he was, waiting 
sutside. His smile flashed out at sight of 
me and he came striding eagerly over to 
catch my arm. 

Kathy!” he burst out. “Your mother 
old me where you worked. I couldn’t wait 
to see you. Kathy, I’ve something to tell 


inv d ites ; 


me! 


ever 


thought 


phone 


“I’m sorry. Ken, but I’ve a date and I’m 


late. Nice seeing you again but—” 

“Kathy—what’s wrong? You act like I 
was a stranger or something. Can’t I even 
walk home with you?” He took my arm 
and fell into step beside me. 

His hand on my arm burned like a hot 
coal. The sight of him made my heart 
twist in agony. Oh, I loved him so—and 
if he knew what sort of girl I was, he 
would turn from me in horror. I couldn’t 
bear being with him and suddenly I 
snatched my arm from his hand. 

“Look,” I burst out. “We’re not kids 
any more. You’ve made new friends, and so 
have I. What makes you think you can 
walk in like this and—” 

“For Pete’s sake,” he broke in. “What’s 
wrong with looking up an old friend? Do 
you drop old friends just because you’ve 
made some new ones? Kathy, why don’t 
you stop acting like a porcupine and let’s 
sit in our old nook in the park across the 
street. Please, Katie.” 

Katie! That had been his name for me 
whenever he felt especially fond of me. 
The one little word was my undoing. I’d 
have given my right arm to turn back the 
last bitter months and be back in school 
when I was Ken’s girl—some of the time. 
I drew in a deep, quivering breath. Just 
for a little while, couldn’t I forget the past 
and pretend nothing had changed? It 
might be a little like putting flowers on a 
grave—it wouldn’t bring back the loved 
one, but . 

“Okay,” I told him, quietly. “Let’s sit 
in the park. You can tell me all about 
your girl and [’ll—” 

“Yessir,” he interrupted. “We'll do 
that.” Once more he took my arm and a 
minute later, we were across the street, sit- 
ting on the bench by the fish pond. On the 
back of the bench Ken’s initials and mine 
were carved and encircled with a heart. I 
leaned against the initials hard, wishing I 
could erase them. 

Ken lit a briar pipe and blew out smoke 
thoughtfully. 

“Growing up’s a painful business, isn’t 
it, Kathy?” He stared out across the little 
pool gravely. “Kids in their teens are like 
kites on a string. Every little puff of wind 
makes ’em flutter and struggle to go soar- 
ing off into the nowhere. But the string 
keeps ’em anchored.” 

I glanced at him with aching misery. “I 
take it the gal out west is your string, 
Ken?” 

“Nope,” he answered, briefly. “She was 
the puff of wind.” 

I stared at him. “You mean—you don’t 
love her any more?” 

“Never did,” he said. “Just thought I 
did. She had me yanking like crazy on my 
string—for a while. Then the breeze died 
out and I came fluttering dejectedly back 
to earth.” He turned and looked straight 
into my eyes. 

“You’re my string, Kathy,” he said. 
“Didn’t you ever notice how I always came 
back to you? It took a little growing up 
to make me realize that it’s always been 


you. I didn’t know why I was always com. 


paring every girl with you and then after 
I saw you Christmas and went back to 
Marcia, I just didn’t like her any more, 


It’s always been like that. Now I know | 


that my soaring days are over. I’m down 
to earth forever. And Kathy—a kite and 
its string—nothing can ever separate them, 
can it?” 

He put his hands on my shoulders and 
his voice was husky with an emotion I'd 
never heard before. “I’m asking you to 





take me back for keeps this time, Kathy, — 


I love you. I always have and always will, 
Will you forgive me for being so foolish 
and wear my pin?” He let me go and un. 
fastened the tiny golden pin from his lapel 
and held it out. 

I wanted to die. The thing I’d wanted 
for so long was being offered at last—and 
I couldn’t tell him the Kathy he’d known 
was as dead as her dreams. Why hadn’t | 
known he would come back? He always 
had but I'd jumped headlong into a whirl- 
pool when he’d said he loved another girl, 
Now—if he knew what I’d done, he'd turn 
from me in disgust. What was I going to 
do? Lie to him as I'd lied to my parents? 
Some day, Tony and his yellow convertible 
might show up. Tony was the kind who 
would never let a girl walk out on him. 





He’d find me, sooner or later, wouldn’t he? — 


I knew then that even if Tony never 
came back, I couldn’t lie to Ken as I'd 
lied to Mom and Dad, because I loved Ken 
more than I loved them. I couldn’t accept 
his love with a lie on my lips—the kisses 
would be as bitter as death. I got slowly 
to my feet. 

“I’m sorry, Ken,” I said, thickly. “I— 
I’ve done a little growing up, too, and I’m 
afraid the string was broken last Christ- 
mas.” I started to walk slowly away and 
he was beside me, instantly. 

“Kathy, I don’t blame you,” he said, 
catching my arm. “You're afraid I'll get 
caught by another puff of wind. But | 
won't, darling. I know, now, that I’ve al- 
ways been in love with you. Please, sweet- 
heart, give me the chance to prove it to 
you, Kathy.” Suddenly he broke off and 
caught me in his arms. His lips crashed 
down on mine, demanding and fierce. It 
wasn’t the kind of kisses I’d had from Ken 
ever before. This was a man’s kiss. hold- 
ing all of the promise a kiss could hold. 
This was not a taking kiss—it was a giv: 
ing kiss. And under the spell of it, I was 
lost. I couldn’t give Ken up, not after this. 
Somehow, I must hold on to the only thing 
in life that had ever mattered. So, I wept 
in his arms, and stalled for time. Tomor- 
row I'd tell him the truth but today be 
longed to me. One day out of all the lonely 
days to come. 


UT TOMORROW never comes. I stalled 
through a week of them and I was no 
closer to telling Ken than I had been at 
first. I wore his pin, I lived for the sound 
of his voice and the touch of his lips—but 
I held my guilty secret close. Each night, 


— 
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“Ken. I've been meaning to tell you 
about him—” 

‘You mean—he wasn’t lying? You—he 
really had a reason for calling you ‘any- 
body’s girl’ ? Kathy, your face says you’re 
guilty, but my heart refuses to believe 


[ am guilty,” I confessed. “I'll tell 


“Spare me the sordid details,” he broke 


in roughly. “You’ve told me all I ever 
want to know. You and that—that worm! 
And I thought you were good and de- 
cent—” He shook his head as if it hurt 
him. Then he gave me one long, con- 
temptuous look. “And I was comparing 
every girl I met with you!” He laughed 
shortly. “I’d seen them all and I chose 
you—a girl who would—” He shook his 
head again. 


HOW TO FIGHT FATIGUE 


‘> DEAT” OR “BUSHED” are just two of the common expressions used to 
describe a problem we all have at one time or another—severe fatigue. 

Though all of us experience fatigue—sometimes more frequently than is neces- 
sary—few people are fully aware of what causes fatigue and what may be done 
to avoid it. 

Did you know, for example, that noise can make you tired? It’s a fact. In 
un experiment described in a recent issue of the American Journal Of Psychology, 
it was found that even a great deal of noise, over a 19-minute period, failed to 
reduce the ability to work well by any substantial amount. But the expenditure 
of energy under these circumstances increased 60 per cent. 

Poor lighting may also tucker you out, and many people are surprised to learn, 
lighting experts say, that too much light may be more tiring than too little. 

One of the most common causes of fatigue is also one of the most incredible: 
failure to breathe enough! 

Sound fantastic? It isn’t. Slouching in your chair, for example, rather than 
sitting erect, crowds your lungs; normal air intake is restricted. If you sit in 
1 stuffy room, even deep breaths may not give you as much oxygen as you'd 

from normal breaths in a well-ventilated room. 

Quick-energy foods. The starches and sugars—known as carbohydrates—you 
eat are primarily responsible for providing you with energy. Dr. I. M. Rabinowitch 
of Montreal General Hospital found that sugars appear in the blood stream in as 
little as two minutes after they are eaten. In this short period of time, there is a 
clear rise in the blood sugar level—a condition widely associated with freedom 
from fatigue. Try a midafternoon sweet for a pickup. 

Vitamins. Though vitamins provide no energy by themselves, they are the 
igents that control the complex chemical reactions by which the body converts 
foods to energy, muscle, bone and tissue. You don’t need a massive amount of 
vitamins. You do need the proper vitamins in the proper proportions. Thus, 
the weight of one Unicap M tablet which contains only one calorie, is only 2 
hundredths (.02) of an ounce. Yet, the amount of vitamins in Unicap M is ap- 
proximately equal to the vitamin content of all the foods contained in a balanced 
diet of 3,000 calories. 

¥ eight. The more you weigh, the more energy it takes just to move around. 

Sleep. You can probably sleep better on fitted sheets than on regular ones, 
better on cotton than on nylon. Ideal sleeping temperature has been estimated 
(but not conclusively proved) to be about 55 degrees. If you find it hard to 
sleep, don’t worry; relaxing completely with your eyes closed provides about 
30% as much rest as you’d get if you were actually sleeping. 

Room color. Johns Hopkins University experiments indicate that violet, blue 
and green surroundings tend to relax the mind and reduce muscular tension. 
Yellow, orange and red, on the other hand, tend to stimulate. Thus, a homemaker 
is likely to feel less “let down” in midafternoon if she arranges to be working in 

warm-colored” rooms at that time. 

Beverages. Coffee and tea both contain mild quantities of the same stimulant, 
caffeine. It’s not only the stimulant that peps you up, but also the heat of the 
beverage and the sugar (if you use any), which is quickly converted into energy. 
Coffee is the stronger stimulant; the immediate lift and subsequent depression 
ire both greater than with tea. 

Fatigue, far from being just an inconvenience, may be a valuable guide to your 
health. If you are in normal health, you should be able to work a full day— 
doing the same jobs others in your age bracket do—without an extraordinary 
fatigue. But if your diet, weight, sleep and stimulation are normal—and if you 
still feel more fatigued than others--the time is ripe for a visit to the doctor. 

Like a motorist whose car seems underpowered, the frequently tired person 
would do well to avoid new gadgets and special oils. It’s time for a checkup. 


“Don’t, Ken.” IT moaned. “Please don't 
look at me like that. If you think I haven’t 
paid every day and week—I have. I was 
lonely. I loved you and you loved some- 
one else. [—” 

“You loved me!” He laughed again, bit- 
terly. “What a way to prove it—or maybe 
you're trying to pin the blame on me? 
Well, I'm glad that louse turned up and 
showed me what you really are. You 
would’ve married me and never told me. 
Well, I guess I'll get over it. I’m certainly 
going to try and the best way to do it is to 
forget I ever knew you.” He turned on his 
heel and left me standing there. more 
alone than I'd ever been. 

Somehow, I got home and somehow, I 
went on breathing. My heart was smashed 
into a million pieces, because this time, I’d 
destroyed my chance of happiness myself. 
I couldn’t blame even Tony. He hadn’t 
exactly dragged me by the hair—I’d gone 
with him willingly. He had every right to 
call me anybody’s girl. I tried to sleep 
but when I closed my eyes all I could see 
was Ken’s shocked face. 

For days, I went around in such a fog 
of misery, I didn’t care about anything. I 
went to work, came home, slept fitfully. 
and then went back to work. What else 
was there to do—for the rest of my life? 


J Now ING THAT I deserved my misery 

made it almost unbearable, and so 
one day I went to church with Mom. I 
went because I couldn’t bear being alone 
another minute. It was late in November 
and I hadn’t seen Ken again. He would’ve 
gone back to school, of course, and so | 
knew I wouldn’t run into him, even though 
he went to the same church. So, as I sat 
in the big old church with the stained win- 
dows and watched a group of young girls 
eyeing some boys across the aisle—sud- 
denly I wanted to do something to save 
them from making the same mistake I'd 
made. 

A sort of peace crept into my heart. I[f 
there was to be no happiness for me, why 
not do something to make others happy? 
Forget yourself in doing things for others. 

So that’s how I came to a new way of 
life. As the time went by, I became known 
in church circles as “that nice Kathy Har- 
ris.” That nice girl who wore such plain. 
prim clothes, who was never too busy to 
help at a church supper or call on a sick 
member. 

Two years of this—and sometimes I did 
see Ken when he was home on vacations. 
He never spoke to me, but each time I saw 
him, the heart beneath my sober clothes 
pounded rebelliously. At these times I'd 
ask myself fiercely why I inflicted all this 
punishment on myself. It couldn’t change 
things. Maybe if I went out with some of 
the nice young men who sometimes asked 
me, I'd learn to forget Ken. But the wave 
of rebellion would pass and I'd go right 
on refusing dates. 
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Ken had forgotten all about me. Often 
I saw him during the summers with one 
girl or another. If he was unhappy, he 
didn’t show it. One of these days, I warned 
myself, there would be a big wedding in 
the church and some other girl would 
march up the aisle to meet Ken. Some girl 
who had every right to wear the virginal 
white of a bride. And then I would wince 
at the pain in my heart. I could have been 
that girl once. 

Those were the times when tears stung 
my eyes and made my throat ache with re- 
gret. Those were the times when I knew 
I must go on with my penance. 

Faster was near. and J tried to lose my- 
self in preparation for the church serv- 
ices. I had promised to arrange the altar 
flowers and on the Saturday night before 
Easter, I was still arranging lilies at six 
in the evening. The altar had never looked 
lovelier and I stood back to admire it. The 
organist was practicing softly on the big 
pipe organ and she was playing They 
Rolled The Stone Away. 1 sat down in the 
front pew and closed my eyes wearily. The 
flowers and the music were so beautiful, 
but I knew the stone in my heart would 
never be rolled away. I began weeping 
softly, there in the dim church and then 
soméone said: 

“I beg your pardon. My mother asked 
me to bring these narcissus for the altar. 
What do I do with them?” 

I got slowly to my feet and was facing 
Ken. A candle burned on the altar and his 
face looked strange in the flickering light. 
Our eyes met, and for a moment we just 
stood there staring at each other. My heart 
was rocking and words wouldn’t come. 

He spoke first. “Kathy,” he said, sur- 
prised and flustered. “I didn’t know—how 
have you been, Kathy?” 

The impersonal words stilled my rac- 
ing heart. This meeting was nothing more 
than an embarrassing situation to him and 
he was trying to get through it without 
appearing to escape it. I drew in a deep 
breath and I hoped I sounded as casual 
as he when I said, 

“I'm fine. Here, I'll take the flowers. 
Thank your mother—and thank you for 
bringing them. The altar looks nice, 
doesn’t it?” I took the big pot of flowers 
from him and placed them on the altar. 

“What happens to all those flowers when 
the service is over?” He stood with his 
hands thrust deep in his trouser pockets, 
his eyes on the banked flowers. 

“When I go home, I'll call two or three 
people who have cars and I’ll use Dad’s 
and we'll take them to the shut-ins.” 

“I see.” He straightened up swiftly and 
then said, “I’ve got to run. Mom is waiting 
dinner. Nice to have seen you again, 
Kathy. See you in church tomorrow.” 

He was gone as suddenly as he’d come. 
The music still swirled softly around me, 
the flowers sent forth a fragrance that was 


almost overpowering, and suddenly I 
turned and left, too. He’d said it was nice 
seeing me, but he’d only been saying the 
courteous thing. He hadn’t been glad. and 
I wasn’t glad. either. The wound had been 
torn wide open again, and I was bleeding. 


been trying forever to forget him, it 
seemed. To chastise my wayward heart, I 
wore my old blue suit and a plain little 
hat I’d had for three years. He’d never no- 
tice me in these clothes, and that was the 
way I wanted it. 





ALL THAT NIGHT and the next morn- 


MQ 


But three times during that long, beau- 


ing, I tried not to think of him. I had smiled at me from across the aisle. 


THIRTEEN STEPS T 
KITCHEN SAFETY 


N ORE THAN FOUR MILLION PEOPLE are injured in home accidents each 
year, and according to information supplied by the National Safety Council, 


‘, more accidents occur in the kitchen than in any other room of the house. On the 
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bright side, no room offers more opportunity to do something about guarding 
family safety. 

According to Judith Stone, a New York home economics writer, “13” is the 
homemaker’s lucky number; there are 13 ways that every homemaker can use 
to guard the kitchen safety of her family and herself. 

1. Pots and pans. Because pot handles sticking out from the stove are easily 
knocked over, be sure to keep pot handles turned inward. Keep pot holders handy, 
too; a kitchen towel will protect your hand from heat, but a towel corner may 
touch the flame or element. If a grease fire starts in a pan, smother it with a 
metal cover or pour generous amounts of salt or baking soda over the fire. 

2. Electrical equipment. Frayed cords and worn plugs are a major cause of 
kitchen fires, so check yours periodically. Have safety guards installed on unused 
outlets. Make sure you don’t overload your circuits, for electrical fires are among 
the hardest to put out. (If the lights dim when you turn on an appliance, your 
circuits are probably overloaded.) 

3. The Oven. Modern gas and electric ovens light without matches, but if your 
oven does require a match, don’t turn on the gas until the flame is there. Make 
sure the room is well ventilated. 

4. Matches. Use safety matches, and store them out of children’s reach. 

5. Knives. Store sharp knives in a high wall rack, beyond the reach of children. 
Wash and dry them one by one, turning the sharp edge away from your hand, 
lest you get a pointed reminder of the mistake. When cutting, always cut away 
from you. For peeling, buy an inexpensive little gadget rather than using a 
sharp knife. 

6. Dishes. Dinnerware of melamine is the safest kind. Being virtually un- 
breakable, it presents almost no hazard of sharp-edged broken pieces in the 


Y dishpan or on the floor. It will withstand the hottest dishwasher water without dam- 
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age (caution: other types of plastics may not). And since it won't crack, 
chip or craze (form tiny cracks in the glaze) there’s no possibility of unsanitary 
soap or food particles collecting in it. 

7. Cleaning fluids. Did you know that even non-inflammable cleaning fluids are 
risky? They often give off poisonous fumes. No matter which type of fluid you 
use, be sure the room is well ventilated. When using acids or caustics wear rubber 
gloves, a protective apron, and goggles if splashing is possible. 

8. Cupboard doors. Close them immediately after use. An open cupboard door 
is too often the doorway to a lump on the head. 

9. Towels. Hang them away from the range to avoid fire. Use them as little 
as possible; the most sanitary way to dry dishes is to let the water evaporate. 

10. Fire Extinguisher. Keep a fire extinguisher far enough from the range so 
that you'll never have to brave flames to reach it. Be sure the extinguisher is 
the type that puts out fat fires as well as the ordinary kind. Your best bet for the 
kitchen is a portable carbon dioxide or foam fire extinguisher. 

ll. Spillage. When water, food or grease spills onto the floor, wipe it up 
immediately instead of “in a moment.” You probably won't slip on it, knowing 


? it’s there, but someone else who enters the kitchen may not see it. 





12. Nails and hooks. When putting these up, place them where passers-by can’t 
be caught on them. If possible, hang hooks high enough to avoid children; your 
waist level may be their eye level. 

13. Stools. It lasts a lifetime, costs little to buy, and a sturdy stool may save 
you a nasty fall. When climbing, avoid that little extra stretch. Move the stool 
over. That way, your climbing won’t be a pain in the neck—or anywhere else. 
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when it was over, I found him waiting on 
the church steps. 

“Hi,” he greeted me, gaily. “Had a 
brainstorm in church. I’ve got to go home 
to a family dinner but I could get Dad’s 
tation wagon and we could make short 
vork of the delivery routine. Would two 
o’clock be time?” 

Once more my heart was rocking. “It 
isn’t necessary—” I began but he cut me 
short 

Sure it is. Why waste the time of a lot 
of people when two can do the job pronto. 
I'll pick you up at two.” He was racing 
down the steps after his folks and I stood 
feeling as if I’d just chartered cloud No. 


9. Then I rushed around to tell the people 
I'd called last night that the flowers were 
being taken care of. Then I went home 


to wait for two o’clock. 

[hat was a beautiful afternoon, one that 
['ll remember all my life. Ken was 
ay and once as we were loading the sta- 


tion wagon, he posed with a potted lily 
against his chest. “Never thought when a 
lily landed on my chest, I’d still be alive,” 
he said. 

Laughter bubbled up in my throat—and 
tears mingled with the laughter. Sudden- 
ly it was as if all the bitterness of the last 
two years had never been, and we were 
back in school, young and carefree. I no- 
ticed his fraternity pin was shining on his 
lapel and my heart lurched. That meant 
he wasn’t interested in another girl yet. 
Why I should think that meant anything, 
I don’t know. He would be some day and 
when he chose her he’d be plenty sure 
that she was nothing like Kathy Harris. 

The afternoon went so fast that when 
we'd delivered the last pot of flowers and 
I knew it was over—I wanted to hold back 
time with both hands. We got into the 
station wagon and he drove me home. 

I said. “Could I offer you a baked ham 
sandwich?” 





Picnic Recipes 


(Continued from Page 43) 


Fillings for Pick-A-Sandwich Loaf 
Chicken Filling 
1 C. chopped cooked chicken 


l'bsps. chopped celery 
Tbsp. chopped toasted almonds 
['bsp. minced green pepper 
Dash of salt 
? Tbhsps. mayonnaise or salad dressing 


Combine all ingredients and mix well. 
Vakes about 1 C. filling. 
Ham Filling 
1 C. ground cooked ham 
’ Thsps. pickle relish 
1 Tbsps. chopped onion 


['bsps. mayonnaise or salad dressing 
1 Tsp. prepared mustard 
Combine all ingredients and mix well. 
Vakes 34 C, filling. 

Tuna Filling 

l C. flaked tuna 

[bsps. chopped celery 
1 chopped hard cooked egg 
Dash of salt and pepper 
1 Tsp. lemon juice 
2 Tbsps. mayonnaise or salad dressing 
Combine all ingredients and mix well. 


Vakes 1% C. filling. 
Cheese Filling 

1 €. shredded Cheddar Cheese 

) Tsps. minced pimiento 
144 Tbsps. mayonnaise or salad dressing 
Dash of garlic salt 

Combine all ingredients and mix well. 
Vakes about %%4 C. filling. 

“Cheezy-Crunch Potato Salad” 
Dice 4 large boiled potatoes in a large 
bowl. Dice 3 hard cooked eggs and add to 
potatoes. Combine 34 C. mayonnaise, 2 
tsps. prepared mustard, 2 tbsps. grated 
onion, 34 tsp. salt, Y% tsp. pepper, 2 C. 
crumbled cheese crackers, and blend well. 


iv 


Pour mayonnaise mixture into potato mix- 
ture and toss to blend thoroughly. Chill. 
Makes 6 generous servings. 
Cheez-It Salmon Salad 
Drain a 1-pound can of salmon and remove 
bones. Break salmon into bits with a fork. 
Add 1 C. mixed celery, 2 tsps. grated 
onion, Yo tsp. parsley flakes, Y% tsp. salt, 
1% tsp. prepared mustard, % C. mayon- 
naise, and 1 C. finely crushed cheese 
crackers. Blend well, and chill before serv- 
ing. Makes 6 servings. 
Blueberry Cake 
Sift 174, C. flour, 2 tsps. baking powder, 4 
tsp. salt together three times. Cream 1% C. 
butter until softened. Gradually add 1 C. 
sugar and cream until light and fluffy. Stir 
in 1 tsp. vanilla. Add 2 eggs, one at a time, 
beating well after each addition. Add 
sifted flour mixture alternately with % C. 
milk, beating just enough to blend after 
each addition. Lightly stir in 1 C. fresh 
blueberries. Pour batter into an 8x8x2- 
inch greased and floured pan. Bake in 
moderate oven (350°F) 55 minutes. Cool 
in pan on rack. If desired, frost with plain 
confectioner’s sugar frosting. 
Fritos Jumbo Cheeseburgers 
Mix together 1 lb. ground beef, 1 tsp. salt, 
% tsp. black pepper, 1 medium onion, 
chopped, %4 C. tomato juice, 1 egg, %4 C. 
finely crushed “Fritos” corn chips. Divide 
mixture in half, forming two large patties. 
Place one pattie in a skillet and arrange 
4 slices of American cheese on top. Cover 
with remaining patty, pressing together 
firmly. Fry over medium heat until bottom 
is browned (8 to 10 minutes), then place 
under hot broiler until top is browned. Cut 
into six wedges. Serve on buns with Fritos 
corn chips. 


He shook his head. “Promised to go to 
my sister’s for a buffet supper and tomor- 
row morning I leave for Kansas City. 
Friend of mine is being married Wednes- 
day. Then I'll go on back to school.” 

I nodded, trying not to show the pain 
that was tearing me to bits. 

“Then—thanks again.” I opened the 
door and stopped short when he said, hesi- 
tantly, 

“I—if I write to you, will you answer. 
Kathy ...«.?” 

I turned to stare at him. too surprised 
to hide it. “You know I will. Ken,” I told 
him. thickly. 

He smiled. then. “Good—and I'll see 
you when school’s out. Bye. Kathy.” He 
reached across me and opened the door. 
Blindly, I stumbled out and almost at 
once, the station wagon went flying down 
the street. I stood there, staring after it, 
my knees turned to rubber. He’d asked 
me to answer his letters and he’d said he’d 
see me in June! 

I wanted to laugh with joy and weep 
with doubt. Supposing he’d forget to 
write? Supposing he’d forget to see me in 
June. It was not only possible—it was 
quite probable. Then I remembered the 
lovely time we’d had this afternoon and my 
heart lifted again. This was Resurrection 
Day, wasn’t it? The time of new begin- 
nings, the time when all nature puts forth 
young tender leaves. Some of them were 
killed by chill winds—but some survived. 
Maybe my new budding hope would never 
come to maturity, but today I had a chance 
where yesterday I had none. I moved 
slowly toward the house, but my feet 
wanted to dance. 

I lifted my head and breathed deeply of 
the cool spring air. As long as I lived. 
regret for my sin would haunt me like a 
shadow. I would never see a yellow con- 
vertible without shuddering. But if God 
gave me one more chance of happiness, | 
would hold it carefully lest it break. I had 
learned a lot from my mistake. I’d learned 
to give joy to other people and if there was 
to be none in my own life—I was to blame. 

In the meantime, I might get a letter 
from Ken soon. He might not forget me in 
June. I just might. ... 

I was smiling when I went in to find 
Mom setting the table for supper. 

“Thought you might bring Ken in,” she 
said. 

“He had to go to his sister’s for supper.” 
Still smiling, I took the napkins from her 
and began folding them. 

Mom said, “Is he back to stay this time. 
Kathy? I swear, the off and on business 
between you two baffles me. If the two of 
you ever do make up your minds to marry, 
you'll have to go to the altar in wheel 
chairs. You'll be too feeble to walk.” 

I laughed softly. “I'd even settle for 
that,” I said. 

THE END 
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“We Want Him 
Back—’ 


(Continued from Page 40) 


said. “He said, ‘There’s a whole lot more 
ih” 

Cummings’ reputed statement was a 
feeling in the minds of many of the sensa- 
tion-seeking spectators at the trial who 
gathered early in the courtroom so they 
wouldn’t miss any of the “dirt” they felt 
sure would ensue: “There’s a whole lot 
more to it,” many of them agreed. 

Many pondered why Cummings needed 
a lover at all. 

His wife, a deeply-religious member of 
a sanctified church whose members are 
forbidden to wear lipstick, stuck by him 
through the entire trial. Said she after 
visiting him in jail: 

“He said he misses us. He misses me 
and the children. He smiled and said he 
is going to tell the truth.” Her brother-in- 
law. Albie Cumings, 33, who drove his 
brother’s family to Baltimore from Chi- 
cago for the trial, said he was present 
when Mrs. Cummings visited her husband: 

“(My brother) told her he loves her 
and the children. He said he misses them 
and he would like to go back to them. He 
told her, ‘You look very pretty.’ He said. 
‘Will you put on some lipstick for me?’” 

In 1938, Arbie met Arnee, his future 
wife, while they attended grammar school 
in Chicago. Their friendship blossomed 
into a deep affection. After school days. the 
pair wed, began raising a family which 
grew to include five handsome children. 
Today. the children’s ages range from 10 
to 18. 

Mrs. Cummings learned the beauty 
trade; Cummings took up barbering and 
the styling of women’s hair. He also 
worked at an auto plant as a welder. 

Then, Mrs. White came into his life. 
What made them cling so desperately to- 
gether for so long, no one can say. But 
they did, for nearly seven years. 

Mrs. White was an auditor with the IIli- 
nois State Department of Unemployment 
Compensation, and was active with the 
Volunteer Service of Provident Hospital in 
Chicago. 

She was educated at Cortez Peters Busi- 
ness College, in Washington, D. C.. and at 
Morgan State College, in Baltimore. She 
had lived in Chicago for the past 12 years. 

Court’s adjourned. Seven years of se- 
cret love have been stilled, by the violent 
murder. 

But somewhere, in a small, neat housing 
project on South Side Chicago, lives 4 
brave wife and mother, carrying on the job 
of father and mother, hoping for the re- 
turn of her husband. though he done her 
and society wrong. THE END 
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Teen-Age Temptation 


(Continued from Page 29) 


you're the answer to all our problems?” 

“I don’t now,” she said in a baby voice 
that was somehow husky. “Except I’m sup- 
posed to keep the kids and live here— 
if it’s all right with you, of course.” 

She wasn’t asking me a question when 
she said that. It was more of a challenge, 
like she was daring me. 

“Sure, it’s all right with me,” I said 
shortly. “I couldn’t care less.” I turned 
and walked away from her into the kitchen 
to get a beer. She sure was a sassy little 
broad, I told myself, and I didn’t figure 
her to last long around the house. 

I opened the beer, took a few gulps and 
went into the bedroom and turned on tele- 
vision. In a few minutes Vera brought the 
kids in to say goodnight and then she 
marched them right off to bed with a lot 
less fuss than I had ever seen them go 
before. Well, at least she knows how to 
handle them, I thought. 

A couple of hours and a few beers later 
[ was pretty relaxed, and I decided that 
maybe all that little by-play between Vera 
and me when I first came in was just my 
imagination. I had to admit I had been 
pretty much on edge lately. It was prob- 
ably all in my mind, me thinking that she 
was flirting. 


[ DIDN'T SEE HER anymore that night 
and the next day she was the picture of 
innocence. I didn’t have to leave the house 
until late the next day, and Eleanor got a 
chance to explain to me about Vera. 

“She’s a ward of the state.” Eleanor 
said. “Her parents are both dead and she 
lived with an aunt and uncle until a few 
months ago. But it seems that they did a 
lot of drinking and things and somehow 
the authorities found out and decided they 
were undesirable for bringing up a young 
girl. But Vera is smart as a whip, she just 
finished high school, too, so she can stay 
here all day. She’s to live with us, as a 
foster child. I’ve got it all arranged with 
the Youth Welfare Agency.” 

“You mean she’s ours now?” I asked. 

“Yes, that’s about it. We’re responsible 
for her.” 

“Now, Eleanor,” I protested, looking 
around to make sure Vera was out of ear- 
shot, “it’s too bad about her folks being 
dead and her aunt and uncle being alco- 
holics and all that stuff, but I don’t want 
to be responsible for a teen-age package 
like that.” 

“What do you mean, ‘teen-age pack- 
age’?” Vera wanted to know. “Oh, if you’re 
talking about those clothes she wears, well. 
all the kids dress like that nowadays, don’t 
let it excite you.” 

I don’t exactly know what kind of ex- 


” 


citement Eleanor had in mind, but any- 
how we talked about it some more and 
pretty soon Vera came in and _ started 
doing things around the kitchen and I had 
to admit she was really efficient. Besides, 
there wasn’t a thing in her voice or her 
manner that morning that seemed at all 
like the kind of impression she had given 
me the night before. She had the break- 
fast dishes washed and our bedroom 
straightened up before I could even get 
out of the house. 

It wasn’t until I was leaving that I saw 
it again, just for a flickering second. It 
was in her eves—a kind of half-veiled 
devilishness and hint of excitement that no 
one but a child could mistake . . . or ig- 
nore. It was like the devil himself had 
gotten on the radio and broadcast a mes- 
sage just for me. 


HAD TOO MUCH to do the next few 

days to think about Vera or anything 
else. We had a half dozen jobs going at 
once. including one for Gladys Price. who 
was as particular as hell. She was having 
her basement rumpus room remodeled. and 
money didn’t matter to her. It shouldn’t 
have. She had married one of the wealth- 
iest men in town, and then the old goat 
had kicked the bucket. leaving her with 
cent he had while she was still on 
She had money 


every 
the green side of forty. 
to burn. 

I had to go over there almost every night 
for two weeks to discuss changes with her, 
and finally I decided I would have to get 
on the job myself to satisfy her. I didn’t 
think anything of it at the time. but after 
awhile Eleanor started acting a little funny 
when I would tell her how much time I 
was having to spend at Gladys Price’s 
house. I was the most surprised individual 
in the world the night it came to a head. 
After all, Eleanor had gotten hot at me for 
a lot of things in the years we had been 
married. but she had never been jealous 
before. 

“Of all the jobs you’ve had,” she ex- 
ploded one night, “I can’t recall any that 
took up quite as much time as Mrs. Price.” 

“Well. what’s eating you?” I asked, 
stunned. 

*T’]l tell you what’s eating me,” she shot 
back. “You’ve got six good men working 
for you, and they’ve been able to do satis- 
factory work for everybody up until now. 
All of a sudden, Gladys Price requires 
your personal attention to do her crummy 
old basement. Do you know what I think? 
I think it must get pretty lonesome over 
there in that big house with nothing to do 
but count her money every night, and it 
must be quite a treat to have a man around 
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—just to discuss remodeling the basement, 
of course.” Her voice was dripping with 
sarcasm. 

“Now listen, Eleanor,” I said defensive- 
ly, “If you think I’m playing footsie with 
Gladys Price, you’re out of your mind. 
What would I want to fool around with 
her for?” 

“What does any man want to fool 
around with any woman for?” 

I couldn’t answer that one right off, not 
without starting a whole new argument, so 
I stomped out into the kitchen to find the 
beer. Boy, she was really wound up. I 
couldn’t figure out why either. Almost 
every job I had ever had, right from the 
beginning when I was working alone, 
meant being around a house where some 
woman was, either somebody’s wife or 
daughter or sister. There was nothing to 
it. Most of them treated you like exactly 
what you were, hired help. A few enjoyed 
strolling around in robes and thin house 
dresses and things to take your blood pres- 
sure, but mostly they just wanted you to 
do the job and get out of the house. Now, 
all of a sudden Eleanor was blowing her 
top. 

I was still trying to figure out what set 
her off when I looked around and there 
stood Vera, smiling at me as if she had all 
the answers to all the questions in the 
world. All of a sudden I couldn’t help 
wondering if that little she-devil hadn’t 
been prodding Eleanor. She had heard me 
talk about all the time I had to spend over 
at the Price place. Could she have said 
anything to make Eleanor suspicious? 

“Took, Vera, I’d like to have a talk with 
you,” I told her. 

“What about. Mr. Stevens?” she asked. 
all wide-eyed. 

“Guess,” I said. 

“Ts it about the children?” She sounded 
as innocent as a new-born babe. 

“Guess again,” I said grimly. 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

“Forget it,” I said. After all, how could 
I accuse her of something like that for no 
reason ? 

Vera flashed me a quick, bright smile. 
“Okay.” she said. and turned and walked 
away in those tight pants she was forever 
wearing. 


T WAS ABOUT THE TIME that Elea- 

nor took up with the community theater 
group. They were a bunch of amateur 
actors who still wanted to be the star of 
the high school play, I guess. or they still 
hoped to be another Sidney Poitier or Dor- 
othy Dandridge or somebody. Eleanor flew 
into that with all of the energy and time 
she had put into her other ventures. So 
when it wasn’t bridge club meeting or 
block meeting or a political rally it was 
that acting jazz. Since I had finally 
finished up that job for Gladys Price, I 
found myself getting home earlier at 
nights with nothing to do but watch tele- 
vision or read. Only I didn’t really do 
much of either one. T kept feeling Vera’s 


eyes on me, laughing. daring, teasing 
When we were in the same room together, 
you could feel the electric tension in the 
air. 

What was making it worse was that 
Eleanor and I were getting to be just like 








two ships that passed in the night. When | 


I was coming in, she was going out. Some. | 
times she would get back home before | 
went to bed, and sometimes she wouldn't, | 
But it didn’t really seem to matter. One | 
or the other of us would always drop off 
to sleep before anything interesting hap. 
pened. 
Eleanor certainly seemed lively enough 
earlier in the evenings. though, especially 
those nights when they were rehearsing 
for plays and the guy who was the director 
of the group, John Hammond, would come 
by to pick her up. He was in his late 
thirties, tall and handsome with just a few 


flecks of grey hair around his temples. | _ 


wasn’t jealous or anything like that, but 


it sure didn’t cheer me up any to see my | 


wife go whirling out the door with him 


: 





two or three nights a week, and then fall 
right asleep when she came home to me. 

One night I decided things were going 
to be a little different, even if I had to stay 


- a 


up all night and Eleanor did too. Only! | 


seemed to do or say everything wrong 
when Eleanor came in that night, and in- 
stead of us winding up in each other's 
arms the way I had planned it, we went to 
sleep with our backs to each other and 
the angry words on our lips. 


THE NEXT DAY I was pretty bitter— 

and Vera knew it. Her eyes laughed at 
me and voice teased. She had gotten up 
early and fixed breakfast while Eleanor 
still slept. 

“Are you coming home early this eve- 
ning?” she asked as I started out the door 
for work. 

“Maybe so and maybe not,” I grumbled. 
“There isn’t much to come home for.” | 
hadn’t really meant to say that, but the 
words were out before I could stop them. 

“I'll be here,” she said softly, in that 
baby voice. Nothing else about her looked 
like a baby. 

I didn’t know exactly what to say. so I 
just nodded my head and left. 

Things weren’t much better at the office 
than they had been at home the night be- 
fore. We lost a big job I had hoped to get. 
a fat check to us from one of the town’s 
leading businessmen bounced, some ma- 
terials on order that we needed very badly 
didn’t come, it rained hard and delayed 
an important outdoor job we needed to get 
finished, and Gladys Price called to say 
her basement was leaking. By the time I 
got home that night, I felt like locking 
the door behind me and never coming out 
into the world again. 

Things weren't so bad at home, after all. 
I had decided, especially if Eleanor and I 
could settle our little differences. I was 
pretty anxious to do that. After all. maybe 
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Good things happen 
when you give 


Red Cross is you. And your family and the neighbor next door. 
Red Cross is people. People needing . . . people heeding. Through 
Red Cross your kindness and generosity become tender comfort 
and unfailing support for others. This is your Red Cross: swift to 
answer each call for help in times of personal tragedy, family crisis 





or national catastrophe. Service . . . person-to-person. 


Help through Red Cross. Help make good things happen. @ 
a 
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well we keep the world’s peace depends 
on how well we keep the world’s people. 


eat injustices, if inequalities in health, 


| or education exist anywhere...we all face 
istant threat to peace. 


w 19 Specialized United Nations agencies 


nternational organizations work around 


world to eliminate these inequalities, to a 
inish these basic causes of wars. 


r activities... plus the more publicized po- 


E BELIEVE 


TED STATES COMMITTEE FOR THE UNITED NATIONS, BOX 1958, WASHINGTON 13, D.C. 








litical discussions... make the United Nations 
mankind’s last great instrument of survival. 


Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
in your neighborhood. Our government— 
officially and actively—supports the United 
Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 
free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 


United States Committee for the United 


Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D. C. 
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[ hadn't been quite fair about things. ex- 
pecting her to just fall into my arms in 
the middle of the night when we hardly 
said two words to each other all day. 

“She just left with that handsome Mr. 
Hammond,” she answered, smiling. “They 
have an early rehearsal tonight—they said 
—because the play is just a couple of days 
off. She fed the kids but she said she 
didn’t know whether you would be hungry 
or not. so you’d have to fix your own.” 

Well, how about that! I was hungry, 
all right. and pretty steamed up too. 

I took off my coat and went into the 
kitchen and opened the refrigerator to see 
what I could find. 

“A man who works hard all day 
shouldn’t have to come in at night and do 
his own cooking.” she purred. 

All of a sudden, I didn’t want food at 
all. My wife was treating me like dirt 
and here was a girl, young and pretty 
and tantalizing, waiting for my beck and 
call. I didn’t stop to think about all the 
things wrong with it, I just knew I was 
angry and lonely and hurt, and I turned 
and took her in my arms and found her 
lips waiting for mine. 

I don’t know what words we exchanged, 
what lies we may have told each other or 
what promises we made, I only remember 
a few of the words she said before we were 


consumed in the fevers of the flesh: “Love 
me—” she pleaded. “All my life I’ve 
never had anybody to love me.” 

I awoke to a thundering silence. There 


wasn’t a sound in the room, but it was 
as if an atomic explosion had occurred. 


The bedroom light was blazing bright over- 
head. Eleanor was framed in the doorway, 
her face a mask of shock. Vera was stand- 
ing in a corner nearby. looking terribly un- 
dressed in just a slip. 

I called Eleanor’s name. and burst into 
tears and ran from the room. 

An hour later. Vera and I were both out 
of the house. I have never been back. 
During the three months since that night, 
Eleanor and I have talked maybe a half 
dozen times over the telephone. She’s al- 
ways there when I call. She doesn’t chase 
around any more to all of those meetings 
and things. She stays home and keeps 
house and minds the kids. 

But then, how could I chain her to a 
life of drudgery when I didn’t offer any- 
thing in return except a roof over her head 
and food in her stomach. A woman doesn’t 
care how much of herself she gives to a 
man, as long as she knows she’s loved and 
needed and appreciated. and that’s where 
I failed Eleanor. 

I don’t know what happens next. The 
episode with Vera was nothing more than 
an explosion of the moment. She’s not a 
bad kid, really. Just lonely, and trying to 
play grown-up. But Eleanor says she can 
never forgive me for what I did. Neither 
of us wants to break up the family because 
of the kids, but what would it be like living 
in the same house as strangers? 

Still, I don’t think I would make the 
same mistake twice, and I keep hoping 
that with patience and understanding—if 
there’s any love left—Eleanor and I can 


find the way back. THE END 





After The Divorce 


(Continued from Page 17) 
eo 


for the sake of marrying.” This would 
hardly suit a sensitive woman, and further- 
more, the gleam in her eye would run the 
men away for miles around. They like to 
pursue. On the other hand, she should not 
be so picky and choosy, or so withdrawn 
with herself, that all the good ones go by. 
It seems that there are so many “do nots” 
for the divorcee and so few “dos.” What 
can she constructively do to enrich her 
life at this period of emotional readjust- 
ment? Suggested remedies from friends 
are nice, and long lists of self-improvement 
items by counselors look just beautiful on 
paper. But the truth of the matter is, for 
atime, she probably won’t feel like doing 
much of anything for a while. It is a job 
just to live from day to day, unless you’re 
the rare, happy-type divorcee, ready for 
the next trip down the aisle—and carefully 
part one emotion out from the other. 
Later on, after a reasonable adjustment 
period, you will feel more adventuresome. 
Then is the time to join the club you didn’t 
have time for before; to take up that hobby 
you've always been interested in, but 
you’ve never bothered with; to try those 
daring new recipes; and of course a new 
hair style or a crazy hat: and a different 


shade of eve makeup will make a new gal 
of you, just like the ads say. 

Then begins the delightful (or painful, 
you can make it what you wish) road of 
half-way-in-between: you are halfway be- 
tween the dependence you just left, and 
the complete independence from the male, 
that you really don’t want. Walk the road 
lightly. Be desirable, but not indecently 
so. Be interested, but not gushy. Most of 
all be alive. Know how to extend the ex- 
pectation of gratification. Not simply car- 
nal gratification, here, now, tonight, but 
gratification is there to be enjoyed some- 
time, if the man can only win it. 

Know your obvious social limitations, 
and do not extend beyond them. Little 
things like never ever having dinner alone, 
in a restaurant or cafe, which you already 
know. Don’t be bitten when the wives don’t 


invite you to evening functions. You re- 
member how it was being a wife. You’re 


going to be one again, some day, so smile 
pleasantly and attend their bridge clubs, 
sewing circles, and all-women culture 
groups. They may have interesting broth- 
ers or cousins from out of town. As i 
everything in life. it all depends on vou! 


Good luck! THE END 
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LIGHTER, FAIRER, 
LOVELIER SKIN 


sede new Bleach and Glow Cream light- 
ens, brightens skin for the most glamourous 
complexion you've ever seen! Fabulous G- 
Plus action goes to work at once—deep in- 
side skin’s inner layers—to bring you a vsoft, 
smooth, glowing complexion. In just 10 days 
see a lovely, new fascinating you. See ugly 
spots, blemishes, tiny — gy = eS Spe- 
cially medicated to dry up blackheads, 
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cream or ordinary foundation cream. Guar- 
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Handy new tube dispenser. $1.50 
(includes tax and handling 
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IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. 
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T WAS RAINING the morning they 

buried Jimmy Payne. Slow, warm, 
rhythmic rain that washed over you with a 
melancholy, yet cleansing effect, like the 
songs Jimmy used to write. It made you 
feel sort of bluesy, yet you knew it was 
good for the earth and all the green, fra- 
grant things that spring from it. Jimmy’s 
songs were that way. They put you in a 
mood, but you were glad to be in it and 
you felt even better than before after you 
had heard one of them. 

The songs Jimmy sang were different 
from the ones he wrote, and that is what 
everybody knew Jimmy for, his singing. 
He was one of the best of the rhythm-and- 
blues crooners, a bobby-sox idol and, had 
he lived, he would have been placed among 
the ranks of the greatest, like Joe Turner, 
Jimmy Rushing and Fats Waller. 

But Jimmy died at 29 in a violent auto 
crash on a bright, glistening Sunday morn- 
ing. His fans were shocked, and the music 
world jolted out of the smug complacency 
of success by the untimely death of one of 
its most promising stars. 

His funeral took on the spectacular, cir- 
cus air of a World Series. A U. S. Con- 
gressman delivered the eulogy at one of 
the biggest churches in Harlem. The teen- 
age generation of the great American pub- 







I made Jimmy everything he ever 
was: a singing idol and a wealthy man, 


and the loneliest and most desperate soul 


alive—for the short time he was alive. 


lic began lining up outside the church 
before daybreak in order to get in. Some 
of them bore the unkempt, red-eyed look 
of mourning. Others brought along movie 
magazines, chomped on fruit, and formed 
small groups and sang lusty hit songs of 
the day. Somebody began selling box 
lunches on the church grounds. Uniformed 
policemen struggled with the crowds, and 
the big black limousines moved from the 
church to the graveyard under motorcycle 
escort. Some young girls wept, others gig- 
gled, and photographers’ flashbulbs ex- 
ploded irreverently through it all. It was 
one big spectacle. 

To all intents and purposes, Jimmy 
Payne had died a tragic, accidental death. 
But there were three people, among all 
those thousands, who knew Jimmy had 
been killed. There was no inquest, no in- 
vestigation, no arrest, no trial. Yet, as sure 
as he was dead, Jimmy Payne had been 
killed. I know, I was his wife. 


V 7HO killed Jimmy Payne? It seems a 
strange question even to ask when 
you have all the pieces that so easily fit 
the big, fat pattern. Jimmy died suddenly 
in the auto crash, but he was killed a little 
bit at a time. 
When Jimmy and I were married at 


twenty, he was the happiest guy alive. He 
was good looking, had a wonderful voice 
and he sang at high school and at parties. 
But most of all, he liked to write songs. 
He was truly talented in both, although 
he preferred one to the other. By the time 
we married, we were both out of school 
and Jimmy was already a local celebrity, 
singing a lot of his own tunes with bands 
around town. I had idolized him since 
high school. He was going places, I 
thought, and when he asked me to marry 
him, I didn’t waste any time saying yes 
or setting the date. 

It wasn’t long after we married that 
Jimmy wrote Love-Bound, a misty, wist- 
ful love song of the type Eckstine does so 
well. It was the best thing he had ever 
done, and we lost no time in putting Jim- 
my’s voice and lyrics on a test record. 
Jimmy’s friend, Tom Edwards, put the 
piano background in it. We picked a 
musical publishing firm at random from a 
list and mailed it out. It wasn’t long be- 
fore we got a telephone call from the head 
of the company, Ed Moran. The song was 
wonderful, he said, and he wanted Jimmy 
to come to New York right away. 

So off we went, Jimmy, Tom and I, into 
the concrete forest of Manhattan. 

Ed Moran was a tall, huskily-built man 
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‘Contribute your voice,’ Ed chided Jimmy. ‘Create 


a big income, a taste for thick steaks and those 


high-powered automobiles. Support your wife in 


a manner to which she would like to become 


accustomed.’ Ed looked at me, and the dollar 


signs and mink wraps were dancing in my eyes 


»f indeterminable age. He handled him- 

lf with the grace and forcefulness of a 

former athlete. His face was agreeable, 

his smile broad, and his manner both self- 

issured and assuring. Once the introduc- 

tions and congenialities of our first meet- 

ing in his office were over. he was quick to 
get to the point. 

The song is good, Jimmy,” he said. 

t better than that, your voice is sensa- 

11 and the tune’s arrangement is sharp. 

I'd like for vou to record the song on my 


Jimmy was stunned. “Well, I—I don’t 


know,” he sputtered. “I sing a little, yes, 
but I hoped one of the big name singers 
vould do the recording. I’m really just a 


ongwriter, you know, and—” 

Nonsense,” Ed cut in. “Do you know 
vhat makes a big name singer? A hit 
ecord. Boy, if you can turn out a hit 
ecord, you're in like gangbusters. It’s the 
kids who buy the records, and half the 
kids never get a glimpse of the big singers. 
They just go for those sounds, man.” 

Golly, he’s right, Jimmy,” I blurted in. 

But I’d be too nervous to sing right out 
ike that.” Jimmy said. 

You’re not nervous at home.” I re- 
ninded him. 

Jimmy was surprised by the idea, all 
ight, but he was plenty excited about it 
oo. I could tell. 

Jimmy.” I said quickly, “nobody can 
ing Love-Bound like you! It’s your song. 
You know how to put the feeling you want 
Nobody else could do that.” 

Jimmy laughed. “Have you forgotten 
ibout a guy named Nat Cole?” he asked. 

Let’s not dream, boy.” Ed said. “You 
lon’t get Cole to try out the works of an 


imateur. 


into it 


Jimmy turned to Tom, who had sat 
ather quietly until then. “How does it 
strike you?” Jimmy asked. “Think we can 
do it? 

fom was impressed, too. “It sounds like 
1 good idea to me.” he said. 


30 


O Jimmy recorded Love-Bound and the 
\” whole world began to move. It caught 
on in the East, got plugs from a number 
of radio disc jockeys, then was picked up 
on the juke boxes in the South and the 
record sales began to climb. Jimmy was 
amazed, and started to plunge into work 
on a new song lyric. but Ed Moran had 
other ideas. He dug up two ready-made 
songs for Jimmy to sing and pushed him 
into recording them. Neither was as good 
as Love-Bound, but they weren’t bad. and 
they sold. 

By now. Ed Moran was ready to talk 
long-term contracts. Before that, they had 
been working by a temporary agreement. 
Jimmy and Tom were not sure of them- 
selves. not even sure they wanted to stay 
in New York. 

“T see no point in hesitating.” Ed said 
at the contract session. “This is what you 
wanted from the beginning—a start, a 
break. How many guys do you think break 
into the business the way you have? Why. 
they scuffle for years, singing with bands 
on one-nighters, eating chili and beans in 
ptomaine parlors and alternating two suits. 
But they don’t do what you did, start out 
with records. You're on a magic carpet. 
Now we’ve got a ready-made public dying 
to see you in personal appearances. A 
couple of tours to let folks get a look at 
you, then back for some more records and 
you're sitting on the top.” 

“That’s the point.” Jimmy said, “I’m 
not a singer. I don’t want the tours and 
the chili joints and the big stages with the 
bright lights shining in my face. I’m a 
songwriter. Singing somebody else’s words 
don’t move me. | don’t feel any creative 
juices flowing in that, no contribution to 
anything. I want to create. I want to con- 
tribute.” 

Ed laughed. Not a kindly or spontane- 
ous laugh. It was more of a cynical, culti- 
vated sneer. “Contribute your voice, my 
boy,” he said. “Create a big income, a 
taste for thick steaks. good liquor and 


high-powered automobiles. Support your 
wife in a manner to which she would like 
to become accustomed.” 

Ed looked at me, and the dollar signs 
and Cadillacs and mink wraps must have 
been right there dancing in my eyes, be- 
cause Ed winked knowingly. 

“Ed’s right, Jimmy,” I said quickly. 
“Why chuck a fortune for a fancy? You 
write a hit song every few years if you’re 
lucky and you make a few thousand each 
time. But a bigtime singer! My Lord, 
Jimmy, they make thousands every week!” 

Jimmy squeezed my hand and laughed. 
“T didn’t know you were that mercenary,” 
he said. 

“Not mercenary.” I replied, “just a close 
student of economics.” 

“Millie is absolutely right,” Ed_ said. 
“You've got to face the economics of the 
thing.” 

So Jimmy considered the economics of 
the thing, and signed up with Ed Moran. 
Tom agreed to be Jimmy’s accompanist on 
a handshake. I was delirious with joy. 
Jimmy was considerably less than that. I 
didn’t know then, and I don’t guess I 
would have really cared, but Jimmy died 
a little that day. It was six weeks later, 
when he had begun his first tour, that he 
discussed the events of that business ses- 
sion for the first time. 

“You know, Millie,” he said as he sat 
looking into his dressing room mirror, 
dabbing away the perspiration after a 
theater performance, “I don’t really care 
about all this, the bright lights, or the 
glamour—or the money.” 

“Well, you certainly should care,” I re- 
torted. The hectic pace of the road was 
making me a little edgy, and I wasn’t as 
“diplomatic” as I usually tried to be. “I 
think you should care very much about 
the fame and the money because those are 
the things that will bring us the big house 
and the fine clothes and a first-class ticket 
to any place in the world.” 

Jimmy flushed, showing a bit of anger. 
“Are those things so important, Millie?” 
he asked. “How about dignity and peace 
of mind? When I let Ed talk me into giv- 
ing up songwriting, the thing I really 
wanted to do, for this false glamour, I 
think I lost some dignity. I certainly lost 
some peace of mind, because being yelled 
at and pawed over just for closing my eyes 
and letting my voice quaver on a soft note 
doesn’t give me any particular thrill. In 
fact, I feel uncomfortable.” 

“All right,” I snapped, “you want to talk 
about dignity and peace of mind. What’s 
so ‘undignified’ about driving around in 
a big car? Or going to Paris in the spring 
and maybe absorbing a little culture? Is 
it ‘undignified’ to make a lot of money? 
And as for peace of mind, what could 
bring you any more peace of mind than 
earning us plenty of security for our old 
age?” 

“I think you’re over-simplifying the 
whole thing,” Jimmy said. “I don’t think 
you’re considering my feelings at all.” 

“No.” I told him, flatly. “I’m not con- 
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sidering your feelings. What I’m consider- 
ing are the facts, which can’t be altered by 
feelings. And let me tell you why this is 
so. My dear father, may he rest in peace, 
was a man who loved dignity and peace of 
mind, brought about on his own terms. He 
was a good businessman. He was good 
and kind and a sucker. He wouldn’t take 
advantage of a competitor. No cutthroat 
tactics for him. And if people owed him 
money, well, he believed that someday 
they would pay up. When he died. he left 
just enough money to pay for his funeral. 
He died with dignity and peace of mind. 
and he left mother with a thousand dollars 
worth of bills.” 

That ended the argument. I was sorry 
it had to be that way, because I loved 
Jimmy. But I perhaps loved money more. 
I hadn’t thought about it too much when 
I married him, but now that we had been 
given a chance to really strike it rich, I 
couldn’t think of having it any other way. 
I couldn’t forget how it had been to be 
poor. 

But now that Jimmy had been straight- 
ened out. there was another one to deal 
with: Tom. He began to complain about 
the tvpe of songs Ed had started Jimmy 
singing. 

“Tt’s all this rhyvthm-and-blues stuff.” 
Tom moaned. “It isn’t any good. Oh sure, 
the kids like it now. It’s a fad. But Jim- 
my, you’ve got real talent in you. talent 
for writing and singing something much 
better than this.” 

“Look, Tom.” I said sharply, “if you 
don’t like the way things are going. why 
don’t you just do a fadeout?” 

“Millie, please.” Jimmy said quickly. 

“No,” I said. “Why should we listen to 
him bellvache? You’re the one with the 
real talent. You do the singing. It was 
your words that really made the songs you 
two wrote go over back home. The way I 
see it, we can do without Tom very well.” 

“T guess you really can,” Tom said. The 
next day, he was gone. 

Once again I had forced my head to 
overrule my heart. It was a hard. cruel 
thing to come between Jimmy and Tom. 
but I couldn’t have anybody around giv- 
ing Jimmy the kind of talk he already 
wanted to hear. I intended to go in only 
one direction, and Tom was not headed 
that way. 


IMMY was a hit on the road. In Pitts- 

burgh, Baltimore, Washington, Nor- 
folk, Dallas and Houston, the kids went 
wild. The baby face, the solid voice and 
the rocking style had them practically 
tearing down the rafters. Then we went 
back to New York and Jimmy recorded 
a few more songs, one of which turned out 
to become one of the hit rhythm-and-blues 
tunes of the day. We were in. 

Still, the money wasn’t coming in fast 
enough to suit me. Oh, there was plenty 
of it, all right, but Ed Moran was pulling 
the biggest haul right off the top. I didn’t 
know how to handle Ed. He was getting 
away with too much, but we needed him 


‘Let’s face a fact, Millie,’ he said. ‘You 


don’t care if I take Jimmy’s soul out and 


cut it up in little pieces so long as a good 


high price is paid for it. You’re just a 


cold-blooded. money-grubbing woman. I 


recognize the type. I’m that way myself” 


just the same. He was the power. He was 
also a king-sized crook. To pacify Jimmy, 
Ed and I had let him write a song lyric 
or two. He had sent them off to Tom for 
music, and when completed they were re- 
turned and handed over to Moran. It gave 
Jimmy his creative outlet. but it didn’t give 
him any money. because Moran had taken 
the precaution to write into Jimmy’s con- 
tract that he, Moran, owned anything that 
Jimmy might happen to write. Thus Moran 
was getting the lion’s share both ways, 
and there was nothing to be done about it. 
But I decided to go see Ed about it any- 
way. 

He was as calm and smiling as ever, 
even when I told him he was a crook who 
was robbing Jimmy blind. “Sure. I’m mak- 
ing money off Jimmy,” he said. “But don’t 
you think I ought to? I sort of discovered 
him, remember? I had the means to let 
him record, to put him on the road, to 
open up the right spots to him. Somebody 
had to grease the palms of some of those 
disc jockeys, too, to get his music played. 
Who do you suppose did that? Millie, ’'m 
just a man in business. I make certain in- 
vestments, I expect certain returns. And 
a man who gambles, the way I did on Jim- 
my, is entitled to a higher return.” 

“What about the stuff Jimmy writes,” I 
said, “why does all that belong to you? 
You don’t make any real ‘investment’ 
there, yet you get almost every cent.” 

“Merely a contractual agreement,” Ed 
said, smiling like the cat who had swal- 
lowed the canary. “That’s the way the 
contract read. and that’s the way Jimmy 
signed it.” 

Sure, Jimmy had signed it all right, but 
he certainly had never read it. I sat there 
glaring at Ed, wanting to do something 
violent, like shoot him or scratch his eyes 
out, but he was too valuable. Ed Moran 
held the key to everything: the key to the 
Cadillac, the mansion, the safety deposit 
box, the store where they sold the minks. 
He was too valuable. 


Finally. he broke the silence. “Let’s face 
a fact. Millie.” he said. “You don’t really 
care if I take Jimmy’s soul out and cut it 
up in little pieces as long as a good. high 
price is paid for it. What you want is 
money. You're a_ cold-blooded. hard- 
hearted, money-grubbing woman. I recog- 
nize the type. I’m that way myself. So 
since we both want money. why don’t we 
get it?” 

“What do you mean, Moran?” I asked 
coldly. 

“Just this,” he answered. “What Jimmy 
has made up to now is peanuts. A couple 
of good records, yeah. And the tours. But 
those tours were just so much motion. This 
rhythm-and-blues thing is the biggest boom 
to hit music since Miller. Everybody’s 
going for it. Not just little groups of peo- 
ple here and there, but everybody. What 
does it mean for Jimmy? It means radio 
and television appearances and playing 
the biggest clubs in Hollywood and Las 
Vegas for the kind of fabulous dough you 
dream about. When Jimmy begins to do 
that, it won’t make any difference what my 
take is, there’s bound to be enough to keep 
you in diamond rings and mink stoles.” 

“So what are we waiting on?” I said. 

“Tt takes a little work,” Ed explained. 
“and there’s more to it than just Jimmy’s 
singing. We’ve got to make him a national 
idol. He’s a handsome guy. photographs 
nice. He should be seen more at the right 
parties, even with the right women. Now 
you're a sharp-looking chick, yes. But 
you're also his wife. And there’s nothing 
exciting about a star being seen around 
town with his wife. Remember, some of the 
biggest names in the game are the most 
controversial. Look at Sinatra, Daniels and 
Kitt. A little gossip never hurt any star.” 

Ed kept talking and kept making sense. 
Jimmy had been successful up to this point, 
sure. But now it was time to go for the 
blue chips. So I began steering Jimmy to 
the right parties, got him to hobnobbing 
with the right people. I even suggested that 
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For a minute I thought 


Jimmy was going to hit 


me. Then he stalked out 
of the house, got into 
the car and was gone— 


gone forever 


late a few girls in show business. 
jimmy. of course, objected to the whole 
ine. “Millie,” he said, “I’ve been think- 
rbout quitting the whole thing here and 
I’m full up to my ears. If I go through 
ith this all-out, to-the-top-or-bust cam- 
I'll be stuck in this for life. I don’t 
it that.” 
[ let him have it right off the top. “You 
t want anything, Jimmy, but to sit down 
scribble a few words down on a piece 
:per and let your precious little soul 
leed. But remember, there’s somebody 
involved in this besides you. I’ve 
ked hard, too, right along with you, to 
ou to the top. Are you going to quit 
both of us?” 
Jimmy let go a sigh, long and slow, as if 
were his last. “No, Millie,” he said, “I’m 
oing to quit on you.” 


TH AT clinched it. For the first time, 
Jimmy seemed to really plunge into his 
er. He recorded everything Ed threw 

n and didn’t complain about the type. 
made guest appearances on every show 
uld worm his way in on and, last but 
least, he began to be seen with the 
tly improper women. 
he money was rolling in, Jimmy bought 
new Cadillac each birthday, and we 
ight that big mansion in California. Ed 
n was still getting the big cut, but 
he had promised, there was enough 
both of us. Jimmy was working at the 
thing himself now, so I didn’t need 
heme and push so much. I didn’t have 
vatch over everything every minute. 
be that was the big mistake. 
It happened slowly, and at first seemed 
mable enough. It was a little item in a 
newspaper column that I first remember: 
What big name rhythm-and-blues singer 
w the darling of what blonde movie 
It was good publicity. I remem- 
en remarking so at the time. But this 


gossip bit, unlike all the others about 
Jimmy, did not give way the next week or 
two to some new one. Instead, it persisted. 
And since I wasn’t with Jimmy all the time 
like before, I became suspicious. A couple 
of times, I tried to joke about the items to 
Jimmy. He brushed me aside with seem- 
ingly unusual brevity. Then I talked about 
traveling with him again. 

“Why would you want to do that, 
honey?” he argued. “You know the road 
always made you sick. You promised your- 
self a year’s rest from the grind of follow- 
ing me around. You’ve earned it. Live it 
up. After all, it’s what you’ve always 
wanted to do.” 

Jimmy was right. I had everything I 
always wanted. Maybe that’s why, when a 
month later that expose magazine printed 
that big, torrid story about Jimmy and that 
same blonde movie star, I practically burst 
a blood vessel. It was all there in black and 
white. Pictures of them together in night 
clubs, including one shot of her kissing him 
in his dressing room (how the photog- 
rapher ever got that one, I'll never know). 
And then there was the story, the whole 
inside story of Jimmy’s meeting the actress 
at her hotel at all hours of the night, and 
other lurid details. In a flash I could see 
my whole world being swept out from 
under me. I had built a fabulous meal 
ticket, and now some other woman seemed 
about to steal it. The thought of it made 
me hysterical. 

When Jimmy came home early that Sun- 
day morning, I was breathing flame. “Just 
what do you think you’re pulling?” I 
yelled, throwing the magazine in his face. 
“So I’m to take a rest while you make hay 
with some conniving female, huh? After all 
I’ve done for you! Well, don’t think you’re 
going to get away with it for one minute. 
do you hear? Not for one minute!” 

“What are you so indignant about?” 
Jimmy shouted back. ““Wasn’t it your idea 
for me to ‘be seen with the right people,’ to 
‘date the right women’? Well, I’ve done it. 
I’ve done everything you asked me to do. 
I’ve gotten lots of publicity, sung lots of 
songs and made lots of money. You should 
be happy. You got everything you wanted. 
And as for this—” he tossed the magazine 
back to me— “I thought you had better 
sense than to believe these professional 
muck-rakers. They took a few pictures of 
me making with the publicity gimmicks 
and then they wrote a mountain of in- 
sinuation to go with them. That story is a 
lie. But since you put so much faith into 
it, maybe it isn’t a bad idea. Maybe I 
should be entitled to something out of 
this, even if it’s only her.” 

Jimmy was angry now, talking with 
more fire than I had ever heard before. 
Suddenly, I realized a fearful thing: he 
was changing, breaking away from me. He 
wasn’t going to be easy to handle if I let 
him ever get the feel of the upper hand. 
Desperately I had to say something now to 
put him in his place. I had to flaunt a love 
of my own at him. But who? Who could 
I say? 


“Maybe you are entitled to her,” I said 
finally. “After all, I’ve got Ed Moran.” 

Jimmy could not have registered more 
shock if I had slapped him. Then came 
the look of sheer disbelief. I had gambled 
with a lie, and now that it had worked, | 
remembered the anguish the magazine ar. 
ticle had caused me, and I wanted to turp 
the screw a little deeper. “It’s been true 
a long time,” I said. 

For a minute, I thought Jimmy was go 
ing to hit me. Then he turned on his heels 
and stalked out of the house, got in to the 
car, and roared off down the drive. 

I never saw Jimmy alive again. He left 
the highway on a curve and hit a tree 9 
hard it took them an hour to remove hig 
body from the wreckage. 

I don’t know what happened to me wheg 
I found out. I didn’t want to believe it, [ 
didn’t want to think Jimmy would do 
thing like that to me. He hadn’t missed 
that curve accidentally, I knew. He was te 
good a driver. It was suicide. And at th 
same time, it was murder. 4 

And Tom Edwards called it that right 
after the funeral. “You know, Millie, that 
you killed him,” he said to me quietly. 

“Tom!” I cried, “how can you 
that?” 

“T find it easy to say because it’s true, 
Tom said. “Everything that Jimmy ey 
did, he did for you. He gave up songwri 
ing for you. He practically gave up out 
friendship for you. He did everything just 
the way he did it because he thought you 
wanted it. And you drove him, not only 
into a life he didn’t really want and wasn't 
emotionally equipped for, but you droy 
him out into the world by himself. He he 
nobody to communicate with. Nobody 
understand him. Suppose he was havin 
an affair with that girl—although I don 
believe he was—but at any rate, you drov 
him to that, too.” 

These were the things I had been telling 
myself after the first shock and indign 
tion of Jimmy’s death. I knew Tom w 
right. 
“Jimmy used to write me a lot,” Te 
went on. “I didn’t answer often because b 
asked me not to. He was afraid you migh 
object to our having too much correspon 
ence. Can you imagine that? Jimmy s0 
his soul and gave you the gold, and you 
kicked him in the face. Millie, you'é 
bought everything you want, but you 
never be able to buy a love like Jimmy's” 

And Tom was right. Somehow, I ju 
hadn’t felt there was time for love, not 
after Jimmy got that first break nine years” 
ago. I always thought we would get around 
to it later, but later never came. And the) 
irony of it is, I really loved Jimmy Payné 
And now I can’t love anything else. Ne 
even the things or the money he left me 

I guess love was the only important 
thing all the time. It was just that I never” 
had to worry about it. I took it for granted 
because it was always there. But I killed” 
that love. And I killed Jimmy, too. 

THE END 
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